CIHM 
Microfiche 
Series 
(l\/lonographs) 


ICMH 

Collection  de 
microfiches 
(monographies) 


Canadian  Instituta  for  Historical  Microraproductio  is  /  Institut  Canadian  da  microraproductions  historiquas 


1996 


Technical  and  Bibliographic  Notes  /  Notes  technique  et  blbliographlques 


The  Institutfi  has  attempted  to  obtain  the  best  original 
copy  available  for  filming.  Features  of  this  copy  which 
may  be  bibliographically  unique,  which  may  alter  any  of 
the  images  in  the  reproduction,  or  which  may 
significantly  change  the  usual  method  of  filming  are 
checked  below. 


0 

D 
D 

n 
n 
0 

0 

D 
□ 
D 

0 


Coloured  covers  / 
Couverture  de  couleur 

Covers  damaged  / 
Couverture  endommagee 

Covers  restored  and/or  laminated  / 
Couverture  restaureeet/ou  pelliculee 

Cover  title  missing  /  Le  titre  de  couverture  manque 

Coloured  maps  /  Cartes  geographiques  en  couleur 

Coloured  ink  (i.e.  other  than  blue  or  black)  / 
Encre  de  couleur  (i.e.  autre  que  bleue  ou  noire) 

Coloured  plates  and/or  illustrations  / 
Planches  et/ou  illustrations  en  couleur 

Bound  with  other  material  / 
Ftelie  avec  d'autres  documents 

Only  edition  available  / 
Seute  edition  disponible 

Tight  binding  may  cause  shadows  or  distortion 
along  interior  margin  /  La  reliure  serree  peut 
causer  de  I'ombre  ou  de  la  distorsion  le  long  de 
la  marge  interieure. 

Blank  leaves  added  during  restorations  may  appear 
within  the  text.  Whenever  possible,  these  have 
been  omitted  from  filming  /  II  se  peut  que  ceitaines 
pages  blanches  ajoutees  tors  d'une  restauration 
apparaissent  dans  le  texte,  mais,  lorsque  cela  etait 
possible,  ces  pages  n'ont  pas  ete  filmees. 


L'Institut  a  microfilm^  le  meilleur  examolaire  qu'il  lui  a 
ete  possible  de  se  procurer.  Les  details  de  cet  exem- 
plaire  qui  sent  peut-§tre  uniques  du  point  de  vue  bibli- 
ographique,  qui  peuvent  modifier  une  image  reproduite, 
ou  qui  peuvent  exiger  une  modifications  dans  la  meth- 
ode  nonnale  6e  filmage  sont  indiqu^s  ci-dessous. 

I     I      Coloured  pages  /  Pages  de  couleur 

I     !      Pages  damaged  /  Pages  endommagees 

I     I      Pages  restored  and/or  laminated  / 
' — '      Pages  restaurees  el/ou  peiliculees 

Hy]      Pages  discoloured,  stained  or  foxed  / 


D 
0 
O 

D 


O 


Pages  decolorees,  tachetees  ou  piquees 

Pages  detached  /  Pages  detachees 

Showthrough  /  Transparence 

Quality  of  print  varies  / 
Qualite  inegale  de  I'rmpression 

Includes  supplementary  material  / 
Comprend  du  materiel  supplementaire 

Pages  wholly  or  partially  obscured  by  errata 
slips,  tissues,  etc..  have  been  refilmed  to 
ensure  the  best  possible  image  /  Les  pages 
totalement  ou  partiellement  obscurcies  par  un 
feuillet  d'errata,  une  pelure,  etc..  ont  6te  filmees 
k  nouveau  de  fagon  a  obtenir  la  meilleure 
image  possible. 

Opposing  pages  with  varying  colouration  or 
discolourations  are  filmed  twice  to  ensure  the 
best  possible  image  /  Les  pages  s'opposant 
ayant  des  colorations  variables  ou  des  decol- 
orations sont  filmees  deux  fois  afin  d'obtenlr  la 
meilleur  image  possible. 


0 


Additonal  comments  / 
Commentaires  supptementaires; 


This  Item  ii  filmed  at  the  reduction  ratio  checked  below/ 

Ce  document  est  f  ilmi  au  taux  de  reduction  indique  ci-dessous. 

lox  lax  18X 


20X 


22X 


26X 


D 


The  copy  filmed  har*  has  baan  raproducad  thanks 
to  tha  ganaroaiiy  of: 

National  Library  of  Canada 


L'axamplaira  tilmt  lut  raproduit  griea  1 1* 
gtnirofit*  da: 

Bibliotheiiua  nationala  du  Canada 


Tha  imaga*  appaaring  hafa  ara  tha  ba»t  quality 
poaaibla  coniidaring  tha  condition  and  lagibillty 
of  tha  original  copy  and  in  kaaping  with  tha 
filming  contract  ipaciticaliona. 


Las  imsgas  suivanias  oni  *ts  raproduitas  avac  la 
plus  grand  aoin.  eompia  tsnu  da  la  condiiion  at 
da  la  naitat*  da  rasamplairs  films,  ai  an 
conformit*  avac  laa  conditions  du  contrat  da 
tilmaga. 


Onginal  copiai  in  priniad  papar  eo»ars  ara  fllmad 
baginning  with  tha  from  co¥ar  and  anding  on 
tha  last  paga  with  *  pnniad  or  illusiraiad  impraa- 
sion.  or  tha  back  covar  whan  appropriata.  All 
othar  original  copiaa  ara  filmad  oaginning  on  tha 
first  paga  with  a  printad  or  illustratad  impraa- 
sion.  and  anding  on  tha  last  Pkga  with  a  printad 
or  illuairatad  imprassion. 


Tha  last  racordad  frama  on  aach  microfiche 
shall  contain  tna  symbol  — »  '"'••"'"■"SS.m" 
TINUEO"),  or  tha  symbol  V  Imaaning    END  I. 
whichavar  applias. 

Mapa,  platas.  chsrts.  ate,  may  ba  filmad  at 
diffarant  reduction  ratios.  Thosa  too  larga  to  ba 
antiraly  included  in  one  exposure  ara  filmad 
baginning  in  tha  upper  left  hend  corner,  left  to 
right  and  top  to  bottom,  as  many  frames  ss 
required.  The  following  diagrams  illustrate  the 
method: 


Lea  axemplairea  originaux  dont  la  couvenure  en 
pepier  est  imprimae  sent  filmes  an  commencant 
par  la  premier  plet  et  en  terminani  soil  par  la 
darniere  pege  qui  comporte  une  empreinte 
d'Impression  ou  d'illustration.  soit  par  la  second 
plat,  salon  la  caa.  Toua  las  sutres  exemplaircs 
originaux  sont  filmes  en  commencsnt  par  la 
premiere  page  qui  comporte  une  empreinte 
d'impreasion  ou  d'illustration  et  en  terminant  par 
la  darni*ra  paga  qui  comporte  una  tall* 
amprainia. 

Un  des  symboles  suivants  apparaitra  sur  la 
darnitre  imaga  da  cheque  microfiche,  lelon  le 
cas:  la  symbols  ^»signifie  "A  SUIVRE".  le 
symbols  ▼  signifis  "FIN". 

Lss  eenes.  planches,  tablanux.  etc..  peuvent  etra 
filmAs  *  das  taux  de  reduction  differenis. 
Lorsque  Is  document  est  trop  grano  pour  aire 
reproduit  en  un  seul  cliche,  il  est  films  «  partir 
de  I'angle  sup*risur  gauche,  de  gauche  *  Oroiie. 
el  de  haul  an  bes,  en  prenant  la  nombre 
d'imegea  necessaire.  Las  diagrammes  suivants 
lllusirant  la  methede. 


1  2  3 


1 

2 

3 

4 

5 

6 

MIOOCOTY   msOLUTION   TIST  CHADT 

(ANSI  ond  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  2| 


^  APPLIED  ItvMGE     Inc 

^^  165J   East   Main    Street 

ST^g  Rochester.    New   York         U609       \JSA 

•^S  '^'S)    *82  -  0300  -  Phone 


The 

MOUNTAIN 
DIVIDE 


FRANK.  H.  SPEARMAN 


AS   BICKS'S   STRAISIXC.   KVK   FOU.OWKD  THK   MOVKMKXT.   TllK 
SECCISO   IXUIAN   STRLCK  THE  CLLB   DOWN. 


THE 
MOUNTAIN  DIVIDE 


n 


FRANK    H.    SPEARMAN 


ILLnST»ATID    BY  ' 

ARMAND    BOTH 


TORONTO 

McLEOD  &  ALLEN 

Publishers 


ill      VHnFVIKNT,    THK 


S*.    >•»   INiM  ^-v    ".Tk*  '  h    iHt    (  1  1   (I    I'-iW  \, 


THE 
MOUNTAIN  DIVIDE 


n 


FRANK   H.    SPEARMAN 


nifSTIATID   By  1 

ARMAND    BOTH 


TORONTO 
McLEOD  &  ALLEN 

PUBIISHERS 


iUl 


COPYUOBT,  igtS,  BY 

CHARLES  SCRIBNER'S  SONS 


Published  September,  191a 


880124 


THIS   STORY  WITHOOT  LOVE 

IS  NONE   THE  LESS   LOVINGLY  INSCKIBED 

TO 

MY  YOUNGEST  SON 

ARTHUR  DUNNING  SPEARMAN 


ILLUSTRATIONS 

A.  Bucks's  straining  ,,.fo„„„^j^^ 

92 

"L"  ^ha.  gate  alone  or  ri,  brain  ,ou."  he  cried    .     .     ,,„ 


THE  MOUNTAIN  DIVIDE 

CHAPTER  I 

N  GHx  had  faUen  and  a  warm  rain  drifting 
down  fro.  the  mountains  hung  in  a  mist  ov^r 
^     raalroad  yards  and  obscured  the  lights  of 
MecLane  Bend.     Two  men  dismounting  from 
th«r  droopmg  horses  at  the  foot  of  Front  Street 
thr  w  the  rems  to  a  man  in  waiting  and  made 
thejr  way  on  foot  across  the  muddy  squa^  t^he 
bmld^ng  which  served  the  new  raiLad  a"  Isu! 
t.on  and  as  division  head-quarters.    In  Medicine 
Bend,  the  town,  the  railroad,  everything  was 
new;    and  the  broad,  low  pine  buiSing  tj^ 
th^  entered  had  not  yet  been  painted. 

The  public  waitmg-room  was  large,  roughlv 
framed,  and  lighted  with  I,,     •     ,  rougniy 

Within  ..,  ^°^  ''^'°^^°e  lamps. 

Wulnn  the  room  a  door  communicated  with  the 

-.cnts  office,  and  tb-s  was  divided  by  a  wooden 
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railing  into  a  freight  office  and  a  ticket  and  tele- 
graph office. 

It  could  be  seen,  as  the  t^.o  men  paused  at  the 
door  of  the  inner  room,  that  the  first  wore  a  mili- 
tary fatigue-cap,  and  his  alert  carriage  as  he  threw 
open  his  cape-coat  indicated  the  bearing  of  an 
American  army  officer.    He  was  of  medium  height 
and  his  features  and  eyes  implied  that  the  storms' 
and  winds  of  the  plains  and  mountains  were  famil- 
iar friends.    This  was  Park  Stanley,  charged  at 
that  time  with  the  construction  of  the  first  trans- 
continental raib-oad. 

The  agent's  office,  which  he  and  his  companion 
now  looked  into,  was  half-filled  with  a  crowd  of 
frontiersmen,  smoking,  talking,  disputing,  asking 
questions,  and  crowding  against  the  fence  that 
railed  off  the  private  end  of  the  room;  whUe 
at  the  operator's  table  next  to  the  platform  win- 
dow a  taU,  spindling  boy  was  trying  in  the  con- 
fusion behind  him  to  get  a  message  off  the  wire 

Stanley,  eying  the  lad,  noticed  how  thin  his 
face  was  and  what  a  bony  frame  spread  out  under 
the  roundabout  jacket  that  he  appeared  already 
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to  have  outgrown.    And  he  concluded  this  must 
be  the  new  operator,  Bucks,  who  for  some  davs 
had  been  expected  from  the  East. 

The  receiver  .  hcked  insistently  and  Bucks  en- 
deavored to  fohow  the  message,  but  the  babel 
of  .aUung  made  it  almost  impossible.  Stanley 
heard  the  boy  appeal  more  than  on-e  for  less 
noise,  but  his  appeals  were  unheeded.    He  saw 

latter  glared  occasionally  at  the  cro..d  behind 
him,  but  for  what  followed  even  Stanley  was 
unprepared.  Bucks  threw  down  his  pen  and 
commg  forward  with  angrj-  impatience  ordered 
the  crowd  out  of  the  room. 

He  pushed  the  foremost  of  the  mtruders  back 
from  the  rail  and  followed  up  his  commands 
by  openmg  the  wicket  gate  and  driving  those 
ahead  of  him  toward  the  door  of  the  waiting- 
roorn-  Get  out  where  you  belong,"  he  repeated, 
urgmg  the  crowd  on.  Stanley  turned  Vo  the 
man  at  his  side.     "I  ;,^u  go  upstairs  to  write  my 

rddeT;.,™^'""^^'^^'''^--boy,Bob,''he 
added;    he  acts  as  if  he  might  make  things  go  " 
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His  companion,  Bob  Scott,  smiled  as  he  fol- 
Jowcd  Stanley  out  upon  the  plattorm  and  up  the 
aarrow  staiway  leading  to  the  division  offices 
But  Bob  Scott  was  con  ervative.  He  never 
spoke  above  an  undertone  and  naturally  took  the 
conservative  side:  "If  he  only  doesn't  make  them 
go  too  fast,  Colonel,"  was  his  comment. 

A  tall  young  man,  spare  but  almost  gigantic 
m  stature,  standing  back  in  one  comer  of  the 
agent's  office  as  the  men  about  him  were  hus- 
tled along,  likewise  regarded  Bucks  with  surprise 
as  he  saw  him  start  single-handed  to  expel  the 
mtruders.    This  was  the  mountain  telegraph  line-  " 
man,  Bill  Dancing,  as  simple  as  he  was  strong 
and  ready  at  any  time  to  be  surprised,  but  not 
often  disconcerted.    In  this  instance,  however, 
he  -vas  amazed,  for  almost  before  he  realized  it 
the  enrrgetic  operator  was  hustling  him  out  with 
the  others. 

When  Bucks  thought  the  room  cleared  he  turned 
to  go  back  to  his  table,  but  he  saw  that  one 
man  had  been  overlooked.  This  man  was  still 
s.ttmg  on  a  stool  in  the  farthest  comer  of  the 
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dimly  lighted   room.     The   spindling   operator 
without  hesitation  walked  over  to  him  and  laid 
his  hand  on  the  man's  shoulder.   Dancing,  looking 
back  through  the  door,  held  his  breath. 
"Move  out  of  here,  please,"  said  Bucks,  "into 

the  public  waiting-room."    The  man  rose  with  the 

utmost  politeness.    "Sorry  to  be  in  your  way  " 

he  returned  mildly,  though  there  was  a  note  not 

quite  pleasant  in  his  voice. 

_^  •  your  place  is  outside,"  continued  the  operator. 

'  I  can't  do  anything  with  a  mob  m  here  aU  talk- 

•■•'g  at  once." 

"I  haven't  done  my  talking  yet,"  suggested  the 
i^  a,  v/ith  a  shade  of  significance.  This,  however 
was  lost  on  Bucks,  who  looked  sharply  at  the  stool 
from  which  the  man  b-d  risen. 

"I  think  this  stool  is  mine,"  said  he,  picking  it 
up  and  examining  it.  "It  is  mine,"  he  added, 
after  a  mom.;nt's  inspecUon.  "Please  move  on  " 
"Perhaps  before  I  go,"  returned  the  man  with 
the  same  unpleasant  irony,  "you  ^vill  tell  me 
whether  you  have  an  express  package  here  for 
Harvey  Levake." 
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"Of  course  I  will,  Harvey."  responded  the  op- 
erator in  a  matter-of-fact  way.  "Just  wait  a 
minute." 

hj  I  Levake's  lips  stretched  into  a  ghost  of  a  smile 

I '  ?  and  his  white-lashed  gray  eyes  contracted  with 

an  effort  at  amiability. 

The  operator,  going  inside  the  railing,  ran  over 
the  express  way-bills  which,  not  yet  entered  up 
lay  on  the  freight  desk. 

"There  is  a  package  here  for  you,"  he  an- 
nounced a  moment  later,  and  turning  to  a  heap 
of  parcels  thrown  under  the  desk  he  searched 
among  them  until  he  found  and  produced  the 
one  he  sought. 
"Here  it  is— a  box  of  cartridges." 
|mat  are  the  charges?"  asked  the  man. 
"Four  dollars  and  sixty  cents." 
The  man  laid  down  a  twenty-dollar  bank-biU 
The  operator  hesitated:    "I  haven't  the  change  " 
Levake  showed  no  sympathy:  "That  is  not  my 
fault,"  he  returned. 

The  operator  looked  at  him:  "Do  you  want  the 
package  to-night?" 
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"If  I  didn't,  do  you  suppose  I  would  waste  an 
nour  here  waiting  for  it?" 
_  Tlie  boy  considered  a  moment  and  made  a  de- 
asjon,  but  it  chanced  to  be  the  wrong  decision. 

.  ^t     '^'  P''^'^'  ^W.    Bring  me  the  charges 
m  the  morning." 

Levalce  made  no  response  beyond  a  further 
glance  at  the  boy  somewhat  contemptuous;  but 
he  said  nothing  and  picking  up  his  package  walked 
out.    No  one  opposed  him.    Indeed,  had  the  oper- 
ator been  interested  he  would  have  noticed  with 
what  marked  alacrity  every  man,  as  he  passed 
through  the  waiting-room,  got  out  of  Levake's 
way     Dancing,  standing  at  the  door  and  with 
his  hair  on  end,  awaited  the  close  of  the  incident 
He  now  re-entered  the  imier  office  and  shut  the 
waitmg-room  door  behind  him  with  an  audible 
bang     Bucks,  who  had  returned  to  his  table 
looked  around.    "Well,  who  are  you?"  he  de- 
manded as  he  regarded  Dancing.    "And  what 
are  you  doing  here?" 
"Who  are  you?"  retorted  Dancing  blmitly. 
And  what  are  you  doing  here? " 
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"My  name  is  Bucks  and  I  am  the  new  night 
operator." 

"You  look  new.  And  you  act  aU-fired  new. 
My  name  is  BiU  Dancing  and  I  am  the  telegraph 
lineman." 

"Why,  you  are  the  man  I  am  looking  for." 
"So  I  thought,  when  you  pushed  me  out  of 

here  with  the  rest  of  your  visitors." 
"Why  didn't  you  speak  up,  Bill?"  demanded 

Bucks  calmly. 

A  quizzical  expression  passed  over  Dancing's 
face.  "I  didn't  want  to  break  the  cahn.  When 
I  see  a  man  walking  around  a  powder  magazine 
I  hate  to  do  anything  that  might  set  it  ofif. 

"So  your  name  is  Bucks,"  continued  Dancing, 
as  he  walked  through  the  wicket  and  threw  his 
wet  hat  among  the  way-biUs  on  the  freight  desk. 
"WeU,  Mr.  Bucks,  do  you  know  what  was  most 
likely  to  happen  to  you  any  minute  before  you  got 
through  with  that  crowd,  just  now?" 

"No,  I  don't  know.    Why?"  asked  Bucks, 
busy  with  his  messages. 
"Have  you  ever  seen  a  shooting  mix-up  in  Medi- 
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cine  Bend?"  demanded  Dancing  in  a  tone  of  cal- 
culated indifference. 

"No,"  answered  Bucks  in  decided  but  off-hand 
manner,  "I  never  saw  a  shooting  mix-up  any- 
where." 

"Never  got  shot  up  just  for  fun?"  persisted 
Dancing.  "^)o  you  know, ' '  he  continued  without 
waiting  for  an  answer,  "who  that  poUte  man 
was,  the  last  one  you  shouldered  out  of  here?" 
Dancing  pointed  as  he  spoke  to  the  comer  from 
which  Levake  had  risen,  but  the  operator,  straight- 
ening out  the  papers  before  him,  did  not  look 
around. 

"No,  Bill,  I  don't  know  anybody  here.  You 
see  I  am  a  stranger." 

"I  see  you  are  a  stranger,"  echoed  Dancing. 
"Let  me  tell  you  something,  the-    will  you?" 
"Tell  it  quick.  Bill." 
"There  is  no  cemetery  in  this  town." 
"I  have  understood  it  is  very  healthy.  Bill," 
returned  the  operator. 

"Not  for  everybody."    Bill  Dancing  paused  to 
let  the  words  sink  in,  as  his  big  eyes  fixed  upon 
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the  young  operator's  eyes.    "Not  for  everybody 
-.omet:mes  not  for  strangers.    Strangers  have  to 
get  used  to  it.    There  is  a  river  here,"  added  the 
hn™  sententiously.    "It's  pretty  swift,  too." 
What  do  you  mean?" 
"I  mean  you  have  got  to  be  careful  how  you 
do  things  out  in  this  county." 

to  "b!"''  ^^"  ^""'"'"^  '^'  ^"^'  "^  '^'^^  >«  going 
to  be  any  business  done  in  this  office  we  have 
got  to  have  order,  haven't  we?"    The  Un 

-ted  and  the  operator  saw^hat  'h^st::" 
had  faUen  flat.    "My  batteries.  Bill,"  he  added 
changing  the  subject,  "are  no  good  a  aU     I  sen,' 
or  you  because  I  want  you  to  go  over  them  iw 
to-ni^ht,andstartmeright.    What  are  you  goL^' 

stove" "'B  t'  'r  '"  P°'^  ''  ^^^  -h-  -  the 
stove.     Build  a  fire,"  he  returned,  looking  about 

ZTZ  ^tr^-^-p-^-wast!  t 

was  at  hand,  pushed  it  into  the  stove  and  catch 

ng  up  ^eway-biUs  from  the  desk,  threwtm 
in  on  the  paper  anr    V,o„o„   ^.  /•    ,   .     . . 


pockets  for  matches. 


paper  and  began  to  feel  in  his 
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"Hold  on,"  cried  Bucks.  "What  do  you  mean? 
You  must  be  crazy!"  he  exclaimed,  rumiing  to  the 
stove  and  puUing  the  way-bills  out. 

"Not  half  so  crazy  as  you  are,"  replied  Dan- 
cmg  undisturbed.    "I'm  only  trying  to  show  you 
how  crazy  you  are.    Burning  up  way-bills  isn't  a 
circumstance  to  what  you  did  just  now.    You 
are  the  looniest  operator  I  ever  saw."    As  he 
1    ked    at   Bucks   he    extended  his  finger  im- 
pressively.   "When  you  laid  your  hand  on  that 
man's  shoulder  to-night-the  one  sitting  on  your 
stool-I  wouldn't  have  given  ten  cents  for  your 
life." 

Bucks  regarded  him  with  astonishment.    "  Whv 
so?"  ' 

"He's  the  meanest  man  between  here  and  Fort 
Bndger,"  asserted  Dancing.  "He'd  think  no 
more  of  shooting  you  than  I  would  of  scratching 
a  match."  Bucks  stared  at  the  comparison.  "He 
IS  the  worst  scoundrel  in  this  country  and  partners 
with  Seagrue  and  John  Rebstock  in  everything 
that's  going  on,  and  even  they  are  afraid  of  him  " 
Dancing  stopped  for  breath.    "Talk  about  my 
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making  a  fire  out  of  way-biUs!    When  I .. 

lay  your  hand  on  that  rn,„   t    "^''^°  '  ^^  you 

-an'tbreatheius  H,:  ;?,r^'^''-^^^^ 
'•"g  at  his  shirt  oUar  H'  ^\"^""^'-^^'  P'^" 
didn't  get  killed?'  ^°  ^^^  ^^ow  why  you 

"Why,  no,  BiU,  notexactiv"       , 
in  embarrassment.  ^'    ^°"^^«««d  Bucks 

"Because   Levake  was  out   .f 
heard  him  tell  RpHc/  ,  cartridges.    I 

past  me.'  ^'''"'  ^°  "^^°  ^hey  walked 

^o^^wafLX^l^f  ^-    «-  ^^-^  ^ 
-?    Let's  make  a  barjr T  ^n  T'^  ^^'''""^^ 

^•^^cieari,,outro;ce::"/;T"'^- 

careful  about  building  fires  tC/  '  '""''^ 
baggage-room.  I  co^dn't  get  oJ:  l" "  !" '^^ 
^ea^^e  crowd  wo.d  steal  SSet'^"''^"^ 

"->-ou  .ad  better  t:^--t?rS 


you  ever  ask  Levake  for 


you. 


the 


money  he  will  kill 


Bucks  looked  rebel] 


ions. 
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Inm  to  pay  the  charges.    I  shall  ask  him  for  them 
the  next  tame  I  see  him.    And  what  is  mo.  eh" 
wUl  have  to  pay.  I  don't  care  whose  partne.  he  is  " 
Danang  now  regarded  the  operator  with  uncon- 
cealed .mpauence.    "I  suppose  there  are  more 
where  you  came  from,"  he  muttered.    "They  wil 

that^  How  old  are  you.,  he  demanded  of  Bucks 
"Seventeen." 

Jacks  looked  at  the  clock.    "About  five  hours, 

"Reckon  time  close,  don't  you?" 

"Have  to,  Bill,  in  the  railroad  business" 
Dancmg  reflected  a  moment.    "Five  hours  "  h. 
Repeated.    "If  you  don't  get  killed  ^'.^ 
next  five  you  may  Uve  to  be  a  useful  citizen  o 
Med^cme Bend.    Whereareyou from, and   oTd,^' 

youhappentoc^meawayouthereontheplainst" 

I  am  from  Pittsburgh.    I  had  to  quit  school 

and  go  to  work."  ^ 

"Where  did  you  go  to  school?" 

13 
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"VVeJUdidn'tgo .. 

"Quit  before  you  wpnf  a-a 

„  J  •'""  went,  did  you?" 

'^-e  after  I  ,ost  my  it  '  7'    '  "'''''''  ^'-' 

^-n  ™oney  enough   j'  a '  "'"    '    -" 

--andta^ean^;;::,-^^^^^^^^^ 

Got  It  all  figured  oDf  ^.    ^     "'^• 
«T>,       ^  ,     ^""'^  out,  have  you?" 

-Ji-  Foster  and  I  lad    ^  ''""'  '^'^^^P^-ng 
the  barn."  ^"'^  '  ^'"^  ^r°»  the  house  to 

c^u2::;::::--^^^o-totheba™,eh?" 

eral  Park  gave  „e  a  job  rfl    °'°''''  ^"^  G^"' 
-t  on  the  fir^t  train  to  ta^fl 'T  ^^  ^^^  «e 

^dn't  even  icnow  where  MtHf"^'"'"^^'^-    ^ 

"Don't   beiieve  yo   \!1     '^"^  ^^^  --" 
"^'^t,  I  don't  beh-eve  yo^°;:/^^-    ^^  ^^at's 
^-^boy.butyoutai/ootTbr-    ^^'^  « 
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"How  old  are  you,  Bill?' 
I  am  twenty." 

"Twenty!"  echoed  Bucks  as  ff  th.f 
ve.y  much,  either.  '       "^  '^'  ^^^^  "°' 

'7rf^'"  '^P^^'ed  the  lineman.    "But  "  h 
added,  drawing  himself  up  in  his  trem.n/ 
"re,  with  digm-ty    "T  ,  ^  ""  f  ^'^'°'"'^°"^  ^'at- 

conlinued  D„cmj  TOd?,^  ,,".""  '^"^'•" 
blows  i,  nec,^^'' '•"*""•«"»«"•«*  la. 

"You  are  an  old-timer  "  rnVri  n    i 

proper.    When  we  go  hunting,  we  go 
IS 
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antelope-hunting,     buffalo-hunting,    grizzly-be^r 
hunting,  elk-Hunting.    Kow  I  don;  ^f'^ 
Jke  you  and  I  don't  say  you  won't  do.    S 
vT  lelr  r  r  ""'■    ^'"'^"^o-ha 
a    a    ,^,     And  when  I  say  it.  I  don't  say  it 
very  loud.     And   if  you    don't   get   kiUed    in 
advance,  you  will  leam  fi,»  ^luea,  m 

same  way  I  learn  1  U     ^  "^  "  ''' 

batteries?"  ^'"''"■^  "^  >'°"'  "-""ed 

"Bill,  you  are  all  right." 
"lam,  am  I.'" 

"First  help  me  enter  these  way-biUs  and  check 
tTtS::ir^^^^^--^-^ehverthem' 

Lt     yo".  young  fellow,  so,  go  ahead     Oni;  you 
talk  too  much."  •^  ^  " 

"Just  a  moment!" 

the^ifficrthT?  """"^  '^°™  ^"^^  ^''^^  -^  «^ 

arcund.    The  mihtary -looking  man  and  his  com 
pamon  had  enterpH  th^ 

^"tered  the  room  unobserved  and 
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stood  at  the  counter  listening  to  the  colIot,uy  be- 
tween the  Eastern  boy  and  the  plainsman-for 
neither  of  the  two  were  more  than  boys.  Dan- 
cing^lutedthenew-comers.  "It's  Colonel  Stanley 
and  Bob  Scott,"  he  exclaimed. 

Bucks  walked  forward.  Stanley  handed  him  a 
message.  "You  are  the  night  operator?  Here  is 
a  despatch  for  General  Park.  Get  it  out  for  me 
nght  away,  will  you?  " 

Dancing  came  forward  to  the  railing.    "How 
are  you.  Bill?"  said  Stanley,  greeting  the  line- 
man as  Bucks  read  the  long  message.    "I  am 
going  up  into  the  mountains  next  week,  and  I 
am  just  asking  General  Park  for  a  cavalry  detail." 
Going  to  need  me,  Colonel?" 
"Better  hold  yourself  ready.    Can  you  read 
that  young  man?"  he  asked,  speaking  to  Bucks 
Yes,  sir." 

"Lose  no  time  in  getting  it  ott.  ' 
_  With  the  words  he  turned  on  his  heel  and  leav- 
ing the  office  went  i.p  tairs  to  the  despatcher's 
rooms.  During  the  interval  that  the  message  was 
being  sent,  Dancing  worked  at  the  express  mat- 
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ter.    Wlulc  the  two  were  busy.  Bob  Scott,  ^ov- 
ing«,qu,ety  that  he  disturbed  no  one,  laid  cal 

n  ""^l       ?°""*^""«  P^P"  '"  '^^  «'ove  such 
chips  as  he  could  pick  from  the  wood-box  nurs 

•ng  and  developing  a  little  blaze  until,  :itC 
n.^  or  fuss,  he  soon  had  a  good  fire  g^ing't 
a  of  the  mountain  count^^  there  was  but  one 
kind  of  men  who  built  fires  in  that  way  and  theL 
were  Indians.  ^         "'^^^ 

Such  was  Bob  Scott,  who,  wet  to  the  skin  from 

's  ride  down  the  hills  with  Stanley   ntj^ 

,tt     ''''  "■•"""  ^"'  -tcWng  Danclgt^ 
the  new  operator. 

Scott  was  a  half-blood  Chippewa  Indian,  silent 
as  a  mountam  night  and  as  patient  as  tim^     He 

::i':rr^^--^-"^-uTwh^! 

from  the  batteries,  J^-^d'scoTr^   T"'^ 

boisterously     Th.  t  ^  ^^'"'  ^^'  '™« 

cerously.    The  Indian  only  smiled,  but  his 

the  b,g  hneman.    And  at  this  Juncture  Dancinr 

flapping  him  on  the  shoulder,' turned  l^llt 
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duce  him  to  Bucks.    The  three  stood  and  talked 

a  moment   together,   though,  perhaps,  without 

ahzmg  what  they  were  almost  at  once  to  go 

through  together.    The  outgoing  Eastern  passen! 

Bucks  was  kept  busy  for  some  time  seUing  tickets. 
H.S  buyers  were  all  sorts  and  conductions  of  men. 
And  one  forlorn-looking  woman,  with  a  babe  in 
her  arms  and  a  little  girl  clinging  to  her  skirt, 
h     ul'""°^^''''"^°°-''^-    ^-told 
he  men   were   traders  and  frontiersmen  going 
o  M,ssoun  River  markets  with  buffalo  robes 
Rappers  from  the  Big  Horn  country  wi.h  fu    •' 
Mormon    elders    on    their   way  Z   Utah     o 
he.r  Eastern  settlements;    soldiers  on  furlough 
and  men  from  the  railroad-construction  camps 
on  the   front;    adventurers,  disgusted  with  th 
hardships  of  frontier  Hfe,  and  gamblers  and  des! 
peradoes,  restless  and  always  moving 

Bucks  needed  his  wits  to  watch  the  money  that 
was  pushed  under  his  little  wi.ket  and  to  m^ 
change  without  mistake.    There  was  elbowing  and 
19 
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contention  and  bad  language,  but  the  troublesome 

cowd  was  finally  disposed  of,  and  when  the  last 
of  the  hne  had  left  the  ticket  window  the  waiting- 

only  .  black-bearded  man  half-asleep  in  a  chair 
by  the  stove,  and  in  one  corner  on  a  bench  the 
woman  who  was  trying  to  quiet  the  child  she 
held  m  her  lap. 
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CHAPTER  II 

As  Bucks  looked  through  his  embrasure  to  see 
If  an  had  been  served,  his  eye  fell  on  the  group 
m  the  corner  and  he  heard  the  woman  suppressing 
the  sobbing  of  her  little  girl.    He  walked  out  into 
the  waiting-room  to  ask  what  the  trouble  was.    He 
learned  afterward  that  she  was  the  wife  of  a  gam- 
bler, but  she  told  him  only  that  she  had  followed 
her  husband  to  Medicine  Bend  and  was  now  try- 
ing to  get  back  with  her  two  children  to  her  parents 
m  Iowa.    When  she  had  ascertained  the  price  of 
the  railroad  ticket  she  found  that  she  lacked  five 
dollars  of  the  sum  needed  to  make  up  the  fare. 
Bucks  had  just  a  httle  money  of  his  own,  but  he 
had  counted  on  using  that  for  his  meals.    While 
he  was  debating  what  to  do,  the  elder  child  tug- 
ging stiU  at  the  mother's  dress  asked  for  some- 
thing to  eat,  and  while  the  mother  tried  to  quiet 
It  Bucks  felt  he  could  manage  somehow  without 
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the^  price  of  the  ticket  better  than  this  wo.an 

"Give  me  what  money  you  have,"  he  said.    "I 
will  get  you  a  ticket." 

"But  isn't  the  train  gone?" 
"No." 

The  black-bearded  man  do^ing  near  the  stove 

H:hadr;r^''°"^'^'^^^^---ioser 

He  had  heard  fragments  of  the  talk  and  saw  the 

ett^dt'sZtr^'-^---" 

Bucks  had  .venrth^LLTLrwast^ 
^ng  to  th    k  ,,.  ,„,  ,„  ^^^^  ^^^^^  J^^- 

ch^ld   the  drowsy  man  rose,  picked  up  the  worn 

an  shan,.bag  and  told  her  gruffly  he^wol;: 
her  on  the  tram.    As  he  started  with  her  out 

nto  the  dn^^ling  rain,  he  carried  her  little  Jr 

and  stopping  down  the  platform  at  a  sheltered 

unch  counter,  he  bought  a  bag  of  doughnut    1 

noughtosmkasMp.    He  offered  no  mon^^ 

the  man  at  the  counter,  but  his  credit  seemed 

unquestioned.    In  the  train  the  seats  appeared^! 

to  be  taken,  but  the  drowsy  man  aga^shld 
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seat  and  p,Lng  h:m  up  i„  a  comer  near  the  stove 
-wmch  fortunately  had  no  fire  in  it 

During  aU  this  time  he  had  not  said  a  word 
Bu  tat  the  last,  having  placed  the  woman  and  t 'e 
children  ,n  two  .  .ts  and  made  them  comfortable 

name  She  told  h.m,  and,  without  any  comment 
or  good-bys,  he  left  the  car  and  started  thrr; 
the  ram  up-town.  ^ 

After  the  train  pulled  out,  the  wind  shifted 
and  the  rain  changed  into  a  snow  which,  drivL 
from  the  mountains,  thickened  on  the  wet  window 
-front  of  the  operator's  table.  A  message  al 
?  ";f  l^-^--^->  and  the  operator,  seeW 
the  head-hght   of  the  switch-engine  whi  h  wa! 

workmg  Cose  by,  put  on  his  cap !nd  stepped" 
to  dehver  the  message.    As  he  opened  the  wa" 

.ng-roomdoor,aman  confronted  him-thebealdd 
man  who  had  taken  th^  oearaed 

the  train     R    T  ''°'"'°  ^"^  '^^'^'^'^  'o 

the  tram.    Bucks  saw  under  the  visor  of  a  cloth 

astra.ghtwMtenose,adarkeyepierci     y 
keen,  and  a  rather  long,  glossy,   black  beard 
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It  was  the  passenger  conductor,   David  Hawk 
Without  speaking,  Hawk  held  out  his  hand  j'h 
a  five-doUar  bank  note  in  it. 
"What  is  this?"  asked  Bucks. 
"The  money  you  gave  the  woman  " 
Bucks,  taking  the  bill,  regarded  his  visitor  with 
suT^nse.     "Where  did  you  get  this?" 
What's  that  to  you?  " 
"But " 

"Don't  ask  questions,"  returned  Hawk  brusque- 
l>.       Youve  got  your  money,  haven't  you?" 
Yes,  but " 

"That's  enough."    And  with  Bucks  staring  at 

r;/r:;ar°"'^--^^-,wa^: 

But  Bill  Dancing  had  seen  the  incident  and  was 
ready  o  answer  Bucks's  question  as  he  turTed 
wuh  the  money  in  his  hand.    "That  is  D 

Hawk,"e.plainedDancin,«Dave'atssner 
The  way  he  got  the  money  from  the  worn  J; 
husband  was  probably  by  telling  him  if  he  dTl 
pay    or  ms  wife's   ticket  and  add   enough   to 
feed  her  and  her  babies  to  the  river  he  l,d      ' 
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on  wuh  his  message.  The  yards  covered  the 
-de  flat  alons  the  river.  Medicine  Bend  was 
then  the  western  operating  point  for  the  railroad 
and  the  distributing  point  for  aU  material  used 
m  the  advancing  construction  through  the  moun- 

Not  until  he  left  the  shelter  of  the  station 

bmlding  did  he  realise  the  force  of  the  storm  th" 
was  now  sweeping  across  the  flat.    The  wind  had 
s^vung  into  the  northwest  and  blew  almost  a  gale 
and  the  snow  stung  his  face  as  he  started  acL 
the  dark  yard.    There  were  practicaUy  no  ligh 
at  aU  beyond  the  platform  except  those  in'he 
roundhouse,  too  far  away  to  be  seen,  but  the 
operator  saw  the  moving  head-light  of  the  switch! 

trr^rTh"'"^'""^^^'^^"^^^'^^'-^^^ 

ran  to  send  west  and  the  engine  was  snorting 
and  puffing  among  long  strings  of  flat  cars  loaded 
with  rails,  ties,  stnngers,  and  bridge  timbers. 
25 


The  Mountain  Divide 


As  Bucks  neared  the  working  engin..  it  receded 
from  him,  and  Mowing  it  up  he  soon  found  his 
feet  slipping  in  the  wet  mud  and  the  wind  at 
times  taking  his  breath.    Conscious  of  the  folly 
of  rumiing  farther,  he  halted  for  a  moment  and 
turning  his  back  to  the  storm  resolved  to  wait 
till  the  engine  returned.    He  chose  a  spot  mider 
the  lee  of  a  box-car,  and  was  soon  rewarded  by 
hearing  a  new  movement  from  the  working  en- 
pne.    By  the  increasing  noise  of  the  open  cyl- 
inder cocks  he  concluded  it  wa^  backing  toward 
him.    He  stepped  across  the  nearest  track  to 
reach  a  switch-stand,  a  car-length  away,  whence 
he  thought  he  could  signal  the  engine  with  his 
lantern.    He  had  nearly  reachea  the  switch  when 
his  foot  sUpped  from  a  raH  into  a  frog  that  held 
him  fast.    Holding  his  lantern  down,  he  saw 
how  he  was  caught  and  tried  to  free  his  heel 
It  seemed  as  if  it  might  easily  be  done,  but 
the  more  he  worked  the  faster  caught  he  fomid 
himsel .      For  a  moment  he  stiU  made  sure  he 
could  loosen  his  foot.     Even  when  he  realized 
that  this  was  not  easy,  he  felt  no  alarm  untU 
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he  heard  the  switch-engine  whisUe.    Through  the 
driving  snow  he  could  see  that  it  was  coming 
toward  him,  pushing  ahead  of  it  a  lead  of  flat 
cars. 

Bucks  was  no  stranger  to  railroad  yards  even 
then,   and   the  realization   of  his   peril  flashed 
across  his  mind.    He  renewed  his  efforts  to  loosen 
his  imprisoned  heel.   They  were  useless.    He  stood 
caught  in  the  iron  vice.    A  sweat  of  fear  mois- 
tened his  forehead.    He  hoped  for  an  instant  that 
the  moving  cars  were  not  coming  on  his  track; 
but  almost  at  once  he  saw  that  they  were  being 
pushed  toward  the  very  switch  he  was  trying  to 
reach.    Even  where  he  stood,  struggUng,  he  was 
not  six   feet   away  from   the  switch-stand  and 
safety.     It  seemed  as  if  he  could  almost  reach  it, 
as  he  writhed  and  twisted  in  his  agony  of  appre- 
hension. 

He  swung  his  lantem  frantically,  hoping  to 
catch  the  eye  of  one  of  the  switching  crew.  But 
the  only  answer  was  the  heavy  pounding  of  the 
loaded  cars  over  the  rail  joints  as  they  were  pushed 
down  upon  the  helpless  operator.    Worst  of  all, 
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while  he  was  swinging  his  lantern  high  in  the 
air,  the  wind  sucked  the  flame  up  into  the  globe 
and  it  went  out  and  left  ium  helpless  in  the  dark. 
Like  the  hare  caught  in  the  steel  teeth  of  a  trap, 
the  boy  stood  in  the  storm  facing  impending 
death. 

The  bitterest  feelings  overwhelmed  him.    After 
coming  hundreds  of  miles  and  plunging  into  his 
work  with  the  most  complacent   self-confidence, 
he  stood  before  the  dose  of  the  first  day  about 
to  be  snuffed  out  of  existence  as  if  he  were  no 
more  than  the  fl9.ne  of  his  useless  lantern.    A 
cruel  sense  of  pain  oppressed  his  thoughts.    Each 
second  of  recollection  seemed  to  cover  the  ground 
of  years.    The  dull,  heavy  jolting  of  the  slow- 
coming  cars  shook  the  ground.    He  twisted  and 
writhed  this  way  and  that  and  cried  out,  knowing 
there  were  none  to  hear  him:    the  wind  swept 
away  his  appeal  upon  its  heedless  wings;  the  near- 
est car  was  almost  upon  him.    Then  a  strange 
feeling  of  calm  came  over  him.     He  felt  that 
death  was  knocking  at  his  heart.    Hope  had  gone, 
and  his  lips  were  only  moving  in  prayer,  when  a 
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light  flashed  out  of  the  darkness  at  his  very  side 
and  he  fcit  himself  seized  as  if  by  a  giant  and 
wrenched  away  from  where  he  stood  and  through 
the  air. 

He  heard  a  quick  exclamation,  saw  a  lighted 
lantern  fall  to  the  groimd,  felt  i  slinging  pain  in 
his  right  foot,  and  knew  no  more. 

When  he  recovered  consciousness,  three  lanterns 
shone  in  his  eyes.  He  was  lying  in  the  mud  near 
the  switch  with  the  engine  crew  standing  over 
him.  One  of  the  men  knelt  at  his  side  and  he  saw 
the  thin,  strong  features  of  a  face  he  had  seen 
among  the  railroad  men,  but  one  that  he  knew 
then  he  was  never  to  forget-the  face  of  the  yard- 
master,  CaUahan.  Callahan  knelt  in  the  storm 
with  a  good-natured  expression.  The  men  about 
the  yardmaster  were  less  kindly. 

"Who  are  you,  tar  heels?"  demanded  the  en- 
gineman  angrily. 

Resentment,  which  would  have  been  quick  in 
the  operator  a  Uttle  earlier,  had  died  in  the  few 
moments  in  which  he  had  faced  death.    He  an- 
swered only  in  the  quietest  way: 
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"I  am  the  night  operator." 

.    '"^^^  ''*="*^'=  >■«"  arel"  exclaimed  the  man  bend- 
ing over  him. 

"Who  are  you?"  demanded  the  operator,  in 
turn. 

"I  am  CaUahan,  the  mght  yardmaster." 
"I  have  an  order  for  you  to  send  a  car  of  spikes 
on  No  7,  Callahan.  I  was  trying  to  find  you 
when  I  got  caught  in  the  frog."  The  pain  in  his 
foot  overcame  Bucks  as  he  spoke.  Another  dread 
was  m  his  mind  and  he  framed  a  question  to 
which  he  dreaded  to  he-  the  answer.  ''Is  mv 
foot  gone?"  he  faltered. 

The  yardmaster  hesitated  a  moment  and  turned 
to  an  older  man  at  his  side  wearing  a  heavy  cap. 
How  about  it,  doctor?"  he  asked. 
Doctor  Arnold,  the  railway  surgeon,  a  kindly 
but  stem  man,  answered  briefly,  "We  won't  take 
It  off  this  time.  But  if  he  is  that  careless  again 
we  will  take  his  head  off  " 

;'How  old  are  you,  boy?"  demanded  Callahan. 

Seventeen." 
"Well,   your  foot  isn't  hurt,"   he   continued 
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gruffly.     "But   it's  only   God's   mercy   that   I 
got  here  in  time  to  pull  you  out  of  the  frog." 
The  operator  was  already  up.    "  I  hope  I  shan't 
forget  it,"  he  said,  putting  out  his  hand.    "Will 
you  remember  the  spikes?" 

"I  will,"  responded  Callahan  grimly.    "And  I 
guess " 

"Say   it,"  said  the  operator  gamely,  as  the 
yardmaster  hesitated. 
"I  guess  you  will." 
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'      ''  ^"^'  *he  close  of  the  Civil  War 
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being  pushed  with  light  iron  rails  and  heavy 
gradients  across  what  was  then  known  to  geogra- 
phers as  the  Great  American  Desert,  and  the  proj- 
ect of  a  transcontinental  railroad  was  meant  at 
that  time  to  unite  the  chief  port  of  the  Pacific 
coast,  San  Francisco,  with  the  leading  cities  of  the 
Atlantic  seaboard. 

A  railroad  in  building  across  a  country  con- 
siders first  the  two  uttermost  cities  (its  principal 
terminals),  or  those  two  portions  of  the  country 
which  it  seeks  to  connect  for  the  interchange  of 
traffic. 

The  Union  Pacific  and  its  companion  road  the 
Central  Pacific,  afforded,  too,  the  first  and  last  in- 
stance of  the  United  States  Government's  becom- 
ing responsi;  le  '„r  , ',    building  of  a  railroad.    Al- 
though the  ,,av    :  -A  ai.iing  a  railroad  to  be  built 
somewhere  between  and  connecting  the  Atlantic 
and  Pacific  Ocean  ports  had  been  discussed  by 
Congress  for  thirty  years  before  the  faU  of  Fort 
Sumter,  the  extraordinary  feeling  caused  by  the 
Civil  War  alone  made  possible  so  unusual  an  un- 
dertaking.   President  Lincoln  himself  had  given 
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the  subject  careful  thought,  and  when,  after  much 
controversy  and  discouraging  poUtical  intrigue, 
the  Union  and  Central  Pacific  Railroad  bills  were 
ready  to  pass  Congress,  Abraham  Lincohi  was  ap- 
pealed to  to  decide  a  long-standing  controversy 
concerning  the  gauge,  or  width  of  track,  for  the 
new  lines. 

After  painstaking  consideration,  he  decided  on 
a  gauge  of  five  feet,  but  the  promoters  of  the  Une 
then  persuaded  Congress  to  reduce  the  figures  to 
four  feet   eight  and  one-half  inches,  and  that 
gauge  is  now  the  standard  gauge  for  aU  Ameri- 
can  raih-oads.    It  would  have  been  better  if  the 
railroad  builders  had  foUowed  Lincoh's  sugges- 
tion, since  the  traffic  of  American  railroads  has 
outgrown  the  possibUities  of  their  gauges.    And 
within  a  few  years  one  of  the  greatest  of  present- 
day  raJroad  builders  has  declared  with  emphasis 
that  a  six-foot  gauge  must  one  day  come  to  pro- 
vide our  railroads  with  the  necessary  facilities  for 
handlmg  the  enormous  and  constantly  expanding 
volume  of  American  railroad  traffic. 
The  young  operator,  who,  in  spite  of  his  efforts 
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to  conceal  hi.  -lurt,  now  limped  a  little  as  he 
walked  up  the  street  of  the  new  railroad  town 
m.ght  weU  look  with  curiosity  and  amazement  on 
what  he  saw.    The  street  he  walked  in  was  no 
more  than  a  long  assemblage  of  saloons,  restau- 
rants, boarding-houses,  gambling-houses,  dance- 
haUs,  and  shops.    Nearer  the  station  and  front- 
ing on  the  open  square,  there  were  barber-shops 
and   so-called   hotels.    Up  and  down  the  side 
streets  he  saw  livery-stables  and  roughly  buUt 
warehouses  for  contractors'  supplies,  army  sup- 
phes,  and  stage-line  depots. 

The  main  street  was  aUve  with  strange-looking 
frontiersmen,  trappers,  hunters,  scouts,  soldiers, 
setUers,  railroad  laborers.  ouUaws,  prospectors 
and  miners.    Every  face  that  Bucks  looked  into 
presented  a  study.    They  were  sometimes  faces 
bronzed  with  the  clear,  dry  sunshine  of  the  plains 
and  mountains,  rugged  with  adventure  and  keen 
with  dangers  met  and  passed,  but  others  were  fur- 
rowed with  dissipation  and  seamed  with  vice   or 
merely  vacant  w-'th  the  curiosity  of  the  wanderer. 
Nearly  eveiy  man  carried  a  fire-arm  of  some 
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sort.    Indians  were  a  continual  menace  upon  the 
frontier  to  the  north  and  west  and  on  the  front 
where  the  road  was  being  built;  and  in  the  train- 
semce  and  construction  work  railroad  men  usu- 
aUy  went  armed.    Moreover,  when  the  frontiers- 
men were  not  arming  against  the  Indians  they 
were  arming  against  one  another;  it  being  diffi- 
cult  at  times  to  teU  whether  the  white  men  or 
the    savages  were   the  more   dangerous  to  the 
peaceful  pursuit  of  happiness.    As  Bucks,  return- 
ing down  Front  Street,  neared  the  square  that 
opened  before    the    station    a    group    of  army 
officers  were  walking  across  it.    They  were  the 
first  regular  officers  he  had  ever  seen  and  he 
regarded  them  with  interest.    At  the  station  the 
cluef  despatcher,  Baxter,  met  him  at  the  door. 
Bucks,  I've  been  waiting  for  you.    Can  you 
nde  a  horse?" 
Bucks  smiled. 

"Colonel  Stanley,"  continued  Baxter,  "is  going 
to  the  front  to-night.    He  wants  to  take  an  oper 
ator  with  him.    Giddings  isn't  weU  enough  to  go, 

but   hp  ron    foI,„   1  .    -  °  °    ' 


but  he  can  take  your  key  to-night 
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with  the  colonel  instead.  He  will  take  Dancing 
and  a  detaU  of  cavalrymen  with  Leon  Sublette 
and  Bob  Scott  for  guides." 

The  suddenness  of  the  call  was  not  unpleasant. 
It  was  such  continual  excitement  and  new  advent- 
ure that  Bucks  Uked  and  he  said  he  was  ready. 
The  despatcher  told  him  to  hunt  up  Bill  Dancing, 
who  would  give  him  the  details. 

Within  an  hour  the  cavalry  horses  were  being 
loaded  into  a  box-car  up  at  the  stock  chute,  and 
while  Bucks  and  big  Bill  Dancing  watched  them 
an  engine  and  the  chief  engineer's  car  were  backed 
down  the  yard  to  make  up  the  special  train.  At 
the  same  moment,  the  two  saw  Stanley  walking 
across  the  yard  with  two  engineers  who  were 
going  to  the  front  with  him. 

Bucks  looked  with  admiration  at  the  soldier- 
constructionist.  He  was  sUght  in  figure,  wore  the 
precise-looking  military  cap,  and  was  dressed  with 
extreme  care.  He  stepped  with  a  light  briskness 
that  implied  an  abundance  of  native  energy,  and 
his  manner  as  he  greeted  the  two  railroad  men 
was  intimate  and  gracious,  putting  them  at  once 
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at  their  ease.  His  smooth-shaven  face,  bronzed 
with  service,  and  his  brown  eyes,  were  alive 
eveo'  moment.  Whatever  the  enten^rise,  Stanley 
could  call  forth  the  loyalty  and  the  best  in  those 
under  him,  and  in  Dancing  and  Scott  he  had  two 
men  that  worked  well  together  .nd  had  in  their 
chief  the  unquestioning  faith  that  insures  de- 
votion. 

To  these  two  more  experienced  men  was  now 
to  be  aJled  a  third,  Bucks.    The  train  started 
almost  .-     once,  and  OUver,  the  colonel's  cook 
prepared  supper   in   his   box-Uke   kitchen   and 
chopped  his  potatoes,  for  frying,  in  muffled  rag- 
time, as  the  puffing  engine  slowly  drew  the  train 
up  the  long  gorge  into  the  mountains.    Bucks  sat 
down  at  table  with  the  engineers  and  Stanley 
asked  him  many  questions.    He  wanted  to  know 
where  Bucks  had  gone  to  school,  why  he  had 
qmtted  at  fifteen,  and  what  had  brought  him 
away  out  on  the  Desert  to  begin  railroading 

When  U  appeared  that  Stanley  as  weU  as  he 
himself  was  from  Pittsburgh,  and  even  that  Bucks 
had  been  named  after  the  distinguished  officer- 
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John  Stanley  Bucks-Bucks  was  happier  than  at 
any  tune  since  he  had  left  home. 

The  talk  went  on  tiU  very  late.  Stanley  and 
General  Park,  who  also  had  been  a  regular-army 
man,  told  stories  of  the  Civil  War,  just  then  ended 
and  the  giant  lineman,  Dancing,  entertained  the 
company  with  stone;  of  adventure  incurred  in 
the  mountains  and  on  the  plains  in  building  the 
first  transcontmental  telegraph  line. 

Bucks  sat  for  hours  in  silence  while  the  three 
men  talked;  but  he  had  good  ears  and  was  a  close 
listener.    All  the  adventure  books  of  his  boyhood 
reading  had  been  bound  up  with  this  ver.  coun- 
try and  with  these  rugged  mountains  iiirough 
which    they    were   riding.     The   tales   of    the 
people  all  about  him  during  his  youth  had  been 
of  the  far  and  mysterious  West^f  the  overland 
trail  and  the  gold  seekers,  of  Pike's  Peak  and 
Cahfomia,  of  buffaloes  and  trappers  and  Indians, 
and  of  the  Mormons  and  the  Great  Salt  Lake' 
These  had  been  his  day-dreams,  and  at  last  he 
was  breathing  the  very  air  of  them  and  Ustening 
to  men  who  had  actually  lived  them. 
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TTie    sleeping-bunks  in  the  car  could  hardly 
be  caUed  berths,  but  they  served  to  lessen  the 
fatigues  of  the  night,  and  when  Bucks  woke  in 
the  morning  he  saw  from  his  window  a  vast 
stretch  of  rough,  desert  country  bordered  by  dis- 
tant mountain  peaks,  some  black,  some  brown 
some  snow-capped  in  the  morning  sun.    The  train' 
stopped  m  a  construction  camp,  near  the  end 
of    he  rails,  and  after  a  hasty  breakfast  Bucks 
walked  with  the  engineers  up  the  track  to  the 
head-quarters  of  the  rail-laying  gang 

The  air  was  frosty.    During  the  night  snow  had 

fallen,  and  as  Bucks  foUowed  his  party  the  sun 

burst  over  the  plain  that  they  had  crossed  in  the 

night  and  lighted  the  busy  camp  with  a  flood  of 

gold.    It  was  a  camp  such  as  few  American  boys 

had  ever  seen  and  of  a  type  that  no  boy  will  ever 

seeagam.    Eveiywhere  along  the  cuts  and  hiU-      ^ 

sides  and  m  sheltered  spots  the  men  had  made 

temporary  quarters  by  burrowing  into  the  clay  or 

soft  rock  and  making  dug-outs  and  canvas-roofed 

Huts,  with  earthen  sides  for  walls. 

But  not  all  were  so  enterprising  as  this.    Some 
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laborers  were  camping  in  old  hogsheads.  Even 
packing-boxes  served  others  for  shelter,  but  were 
aU  so  disposed  within  the  cuts  and  among  the 
ridges  of  the  railroad  grade  as  to  be  safe  from  In- 
dian forays.  And  along  the  completed  raOroad,  all 
the  way  from  the  Missouri  River,  material  and 
supply  trains  were  moving  to  supply  this  noisy, 
helter-skelter  camp,  which  seemed  to  Bucks  aU 
confusion,  yet  was  in  reality  all  energy. 

General  Jack  Casement,  in  charge,  came  for- 
ward to  greet  Stanley. 

"And  they  teU  me,  general,"  said  Stanley,  "you 
are  laying  a  mile  a  day." 

"If  you  would  give  us  the  ties,  colonel,"  re- 
turned Casement,  short-bearded  and  energetic, 
"we  should  be  laying  two  miles  a  day." 

"I  have  turned  the  Missouri  River  country  up- 
side down  for  timber,"  returned  Stanley.  "The 
trouble  is  to  get  the  material  forward  over  a 
single  track  so  many  hundred  nules.  However, 
we  shaU  be  getting  ties  down  the  Spider  Water 
within  two  weeks.  I  am  on  my  way  up  there 
now  to  see  what  the  contractors  are  doing." 
It  was  the  first  intimation  Bucks  had  had  as  to 
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the  object  of  the  trip.    Casement  had  a  number 
of  subjects  to  lay  before  his  superior  while  within 
consulting  distance,  and  Bob  Scott,  an  hour  later 
amiounced  that  Stanley  would  not  move  on  for 
two  days.    This  left  his  attendants  free,  and  when 
Scott,  low-voiced  and  food-natured,  asked  Bucks 
if  he  wanted  to  go  out  on  the  Sweet  Grass  Plains 
with    him    after  an  antelope,   Bucks   accepted 
eagerly.    The   two   saddled   horses  and  Bucks, 
with   a  rifle  borrowed  from   Sublette,  followed 
Scott  across  a  low-lying  range  of  hills  broken  by 
huge  stone  crags  and  studded  with  wind-blown 
and  stunted  cedars,  out  upon  the  far-reaching 
expanse  of  an  open  plain.    The  scene  was  in- 
spiring,  but   impressions  crowded  &-    fast    one 
upon  another  that  the  boy  from  the  AUeghanies 
could  realize  only  that  he  was  filled  with  sensa- 
tions of  deUght  as  his  wiry  buckskin  clattered 
furiously  along  the  faint  trail  that  carried  him 
and  his  guide  to  the  north  and  west.    The  sun 
was  high  when  Scott  reined  up  and,  dismounting, 
tethered  his  horse  in  a  glade  hidden  by  a  grove  of 
aspens  and  bade  Bucks  do  the  same. 
"Getting  hungry.^"  asked  Scott,  smiUng  at  his 
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companion.    An  answer  was  written  pretty  plainly 
on  Bucks's  face. 

"Didn't  bring  anything  to  eat,  did  you?"  sug- 
gested Scott. 

Bucks  looked  blank.    "I  never  thought  of  it  " 
he  exclaimed.    "Did  you  bring  anything?"        ' 
"Nothing  but  this,"  answered  Scott,  holding  up 
a  small  buckskin  sack  fitted  with  drawing  strings. 
"What  is  that,  Bob?" 
I  "It  is  what  I  carry  wherever  I  ride.    I  carry 

f       nothing  else.    And  it  is  only  a  little  bag  of  salt  " 
"A  bag  of  salt!"  cried  Bucks.    "Do  you  eat 
salt?  " 

"Wait  and  see,"  answered  the  scout.  "Pull 
your  belt  up  a  notch.  We've  got  a  litUe  walking 
to  do."  ^ 

Scott,  though  of  Chippewa  blood,  had  been  capt- 
ured when  a  boy  by  the  Sioux  and,  adopted  into 
the  tnbe,  had  lived  with  them  for  years.  He  knew 
the  mountains  better  than  any  man  that  served 
Stanley,  and  the  latter  trusted  him  implicitly- 
nor  was  the  confidence  ever  betrayed. 
Walking  rapidly  over  a  low-lying  divide  be- 
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yond  which  lay  a  broad  valley  marking  the  course 
of  a  shaUow  creek,  Scott  paused  behind  a  clump 
of  cedars  to  scan  the  country.    He  expected  to 
find  antelope  along  the  creek,  but  could  see  none 
m  any  direction.    Half  a  mile  more  of  scouting 
explained  the  absence  of  game,  and  Scott  pointed 
out  to  Bucks  the  trail  of  an  Indian  hunUng  party 
that  had  passed  up  the  valley  in  the  morning 
They  were  Cheyemies,  Scott  told  his  companion 
three  warriors  and  two  squaws-reading  the  in- 
formation from  signs  that  were  as  plain  to  him 
as  print-though  Bucks  understood  nothing  of  it 
In  the  circumstances  there  was  nothing  for  it  but 
a  fresh  venture,  and,  remounting,  the  Indian  led 
the  boy  ten  miles  farther  north  to  where  the 
plams  stretched  in  a  succession  of  magnificent 
plateaus,  toward  the  Sleepy  Cat  Mountains. 

"Ws  are  in  real  Sioux  country  now,"  observed 
Scott,  as  he  again  dismounted.  "And  we  are  as 
likely  now  to  uncover  a  war  party  as  a  herd  of 
antelope." 

"What  should  you  do,  ■  ob,  if  we  met  Sioux?" 
"Run,"  smiled  Bob,  with  Indian  terseness.    Yet 
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somehow  the  boy  felt  that  Bob,  in  spite  of  what  he 
said,  would  not  run,  and  he  realized  for  a  moment 
the  apprehension  of  one  but  newly  arrived  on  the 
frontier,  and  stiU  subject  to  tremors  for  his  scalp. 
The  scout  took  his  stand  near  a  thicket  of  quaking 
asp  and  almost  at  once  sighted  a  band  of  ante- 
lope.   Taking  Bucks,  he  worked  around  the  wind 
toward  the  band,  and  directed  him  how  and  when 
to  shoot  if  he  got  a  chance.  Bucks,  highly  wrought 
up  after  the  long  crawl  to  get  within  range,  did 
get  a  chance,  and  with  his  heart  beating  like  a 
trip-hammer,  covered  a  buck  and  fired.    The  scout 
shot  immediately  afterward,  and  the  herd  broke 
swiftly  for  the  timber  along  the  creek.    But  Bucks, 
as  well  as  his  experienced  companion,  had  brought 
down  an  antelope. 

Scott,  as  he  joined  his  companion,  looked  at  him 

with  curiosity.    "  Where  did  you  learn  to  shoot? " 

"I  couldn't  do  it  again.  Bob,"  exclaimed  Bucks 

frankly.    "The  only  shooting  I've  ever  done  is 

rabbit-shooting,  or  squirrel-shooting.    I  was  lucky 

for  once,  that's  all." 

"I  hope  your  luck  stays  with  us.    If  it  does 
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»ve   may  get   back   with  all    of  our   hv   -- 

turned  Scott     "Th-.u-  ^'^">     ''^- 

.        ""•       The  thing  to  do  now  w  ♦«  i„c 

ningantdopc  I  am  ant  ,„  „      T     *^        ""■ 

before  dark     ti,  "'"^"  country 

two  passed  within  th.  '''^  ^^''  '''''' 

halted  «ni       r  ^"^°"  ^^"«  ^hen  ScoU 

Doy,  sprang  from  his  horse     Bnrkc  i    . 

in  following  suit-  thev  h.^  m!  "°  '™" 
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•^  brave  who  with  two  squaws  rose  out  of  the  dark- 
I      ness  before  him.    Quick  words  passed  between 

Scott  and  the  Indian  in  the  Sioux  tongue.  Bucks's 
,  hair  rose  on  end  until  the  confab  quieted,  and 
1      the  scout's  rifle  came  down.    In  an  instant  it  was 

all  over,  but  in  that  instant  the  Easterner  had 

lived  years. 

"It  is  all  right,"  said  Bob,  turning  to  reassure 
his  charge.    "I.e  is  a  young  chief-Iron  Hand. 
I  know  his  father.    These  three  are  alone.    Eight 
uf  them  went  out  after  buffalo  five  days  ago.    The 
second  day  they  fell  in  with  Turkey  Leg  and  a 
Cheyenne  war  party.    Two  of  Iron  Hand's  war- 
riors were  killed.    The  rest  got  separated  and 
these  three  lost  their  horses.    Iron  Hand,"  Scott 
nodded  toward  the  silent  Indian,  "was  hit  in  the 
arm,  and  with  his  squaw  and  her  sister  has  been 
trying  to  get  north,  hiding  by  day  and  travelling 
by  night.    He  can't  shoot  his  rifle;  he  thinks  his 
arm  is  broken;  and  the  squaws  haven't  been  able 
to  kill  anything.    They  are  hungry,  I  guess.  " 

"And  did  they  tell  you  ail  this  in  those  few 
words?"  demanded  Bucks  incredulously. 
"It  doesn't  take  many  words  to  tell  stories  in 
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this  country.    If  a  man  talked  much  he  would 
be  dead  and  buried  before  he  got  through." 

"Bob,  if  they  are  hungry,  give  them  some  ante- 
lope." 

Scott,  who  had  meant  to  suggest  the  same  thing 
was  pleased  that  the  ofiFer  should  come  from  his 
companion,  and  so  told  the  wounded  Indian.    The 
latter  drew  himself  up  with  dignity  and  spoke  a 
few  rapid  words.    "He  says  he  is  glad,"  translated 
Bob.  "  that  your  heart  is  big.    And  that  it  will  be 
safer  to  go  farther  into  the  canj-on.    The  Chey- 
emies  are  hmiting  for  them  aU  around  here,  and  if 
you  are  not  afraid  to  camp  with  the  Sioux,  we 
wiU  stay  with  them  here  to-night.    While  the 
Cheyennes  are  hunting  them,  they  might  find  us. 
It  will  be  about  the  safest  thing  we  can  do." 

"You  know  best,"  said  his  companion.  "Can 
you  trust  this  man?" 

"Trust  him?"  echoed  Bob  mildly.  "I  wish  I 
could  trust  the  word  of  a  white  man  half  as  far 
as  I  can  that  of  a  Sioux.    He  understands  every- 


thing 


you  say. 


prise. 


'Can  he  talk  English?"  asked  Bucks 
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"Better  than  I  can." 

It  was  with  queer  sensations  thr.t  Bucks  found 
himself  in  a  hostile  country  and  with  the  deadli- 
est enemies  of  the  white  man  going  into  camp  for 
the  night.  Within  a  minute  or  two  after  Scott 
and  the  wounded  brave  had  picked  a  defended 
camp  near  a  rivulet  of  water,  the  two  squaws  had 
a  fire  going,  and  they  set  to  work  at  once  dressing 
an  antelope. 

Savory  morsels  were  cut  from  choice  spots  on 
the  carcasses  and  these  were  broiled  by  impaling 
them  on  long  sticks  over  the  .Ire.  Bucks,  learn- 
ing very  fast  with  his  eyes,  saw  how  su  ;irisingly 
small  an  affair  an  Indian  camp-fire  is,  and  how 
much  could  be  done  with  a  few  buffalo  chips,  if 
one  understood  how  to  keep  them  renewed.  Both 
safety  and  convenience  were  served  by  the  tiny 
blaze,  and  meat  never  tasted  as  good  to  Bucks  as 
it  did  on  that  clear,  frosty  night,  broiled  by  the 
two  women  and  garnished  from  Bob  Scott's  provi- 
dent salt  bag. 

After  satisfying  his  ravenous  hunger,  which  the 
Indians  considered  not'even  a  fair  appetite,  Bucks 
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a  ked  to  look  at  the  warrior's  injured  arm,  ex- 
Plammg  that  his  father  had  been  an  arm/sur- 
geon m  the  great  white  man's  war,  „.  Bob  Scott 
d^^ated  the  Civil  War  in  translating  for  the 

und  had  mdeed  been  broken  by  a  bullet  ^ear 
the  wnst,  but  only  one  bone  was  fractured,  and 
finding  no  trace  of  the  bullet,  the  confident  youn.' 
surgeon  offered  to  set  the  fracture. 

Iron  Hand,  nothing  loath,  accepted  the  offer 
and  after  cleansing  the  wound  as  well  as  it  could 
be  cleansed  in  running  water  hard  by,  Bucks  took 
the  rough  splints  handily  supplied  by  Scott's  hunt- 

>ng-kmfe  and  pulling  the  bone  into  place  with 
the  scout  s  aid-though  the  brave  winced  a  little 
at  the  crude  surgery-he  soon  had  the  forearm 

^l     u   "'^  ''''"■''''  "^''^  '  ^'"^'^  g"«"ral, 
Wa-sha-ta.la!"fromthestalwartwarrior.which 
Bob  explamed,  meant,  "  Heap  good  " 

Sitting  afterward  by  the  camp-fire,  Scott  and 

Iron  Hand,  since  the  young  chief  would  not  talk 

English,   conversed   in   the    Sioux   tongue,    the 

scout    translating  freely  for  his  younger  com- 
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panion,  while  the  squaws  dressed  the  second 
antelope  and  cut  it  up  for  convenience  in  carry- 
ing on  the  horses  to  Casement's  camp.  Scott 
reserved  only  .the  hind-quarters  of  each  animal 
for  himself  and  Bucks,  giving  the  rest  to  their 
hosts. 

V\Tien  it  was  late,  Scott  showed  the  boy  how  to 
pillow  his  head  on  his  saddle  and  then  stretched 
himself  out  to  sleep.    Bucks  lay  a  long  time  look- 
ing up  at  the  stars.    When  he  fell  asleep,  he  woke 
again  very  soon.    His   companion  was  sleeping 
peacefully  beside  him,  and  he  saw  Iron  Hand 
sitting  by  the  fire.    Bucks  easily  imagined  his 
arm  would  keep  him  awake.    The  squaws  were 
still  broiling  pieces  of  antelope  over  the  little 
blaze,  which  was  neither  bigger  nor  smaUer  than 
before,   and   together  with   the  chief  they  were 
still  eating.     Bucks  slumbered  and  woke  again 
and  again  during  the  night,  but  always  to  see 
the  same  thing-the  three  Indiarj  sitting  about 
the  fire,  broiling  and  eating  tho  welcome  and 
wholly  unexpected  venison. 


SI 


CHAPTER  IV 

Bepore  daybreak  the  scout  roused  Ws  com 
Panion,  and,  after  breakfast  with  the  three  S,W 

he  two  hunters  left  their  chance  compLonfin 
h    canyon,  rode  rapidly  south,  and,  ^th  the" 

antelope  haunches  as  tropWes,  reached  Casemen  's 

camp  about  ten  o'clock. 

c^^ZTr  ""'"™^  ^•"'^  C— t, 
came  out  of  the  tent  greatly  amazed  at  his  scout's 

ventunng  so  far  on  a  hunt  as  to  expose  hi^^ 

and  his  companion  to  danger 

JWe  were  safe  every  minute,  colonel,"  declared 

"Safe?"  echoed  Stanley  incredulously.    "No 
man  IS  safe.  Bob,  a  mile  from  the  track-layer. 
T^e  S.0UX  kiUed  and  scalped  one  of  our  eng^ers 

-    ten  nules  from  here,  when  we  were  rut^; 
this  very  hne  'est  winter  "  ^ 

"This  lad."  nodded  Scott,  "is  as  good  a  shot 
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as  I  am.  He  brought  down  the  first  antelope. 
We  get  along  with  the  Sioux  all  right,  too,  don't 
we,  Bucks?  "  he  demanded,  appealing  to  his  fellow- 
hunter.  "We  ate  supper  with  them  last  night," 
he  added  to  mystify  his  listeners,  "and  camped 
with  Iron  Hand." 

Even  General  Casement  stared  at  this  and 
waited  to  hear  Scott  tell  Stanley  the  story  of 
their  night's  adventure.  "However,  colonel," 
concluded  Scott,  "there  is  a  war  party  of  Chey- 
ennes  near  here.  It  is  a  good  time  to  be  careful." 
"AH  right.  Bob,"  retorted  Stanley,  looking  at 
Ills  scout  keenly,  though  no  one  could  be  angry 
at  Scott  long.    "You  set  the  example." 

The  words  were  hardly  out  of  his  mouth 
when  an  operator  came  running  down  the  track 
from  the  telegraph  tent  with  a  message  for 
General  Casement.  It  contained  word  from  the 
operator  at  Peace  River  that  section  men  reported 
a  war  party  of  Indians,  crossing  the  railroad  near 
Feather  Creek,  had  attacked  an  emigrant  party 
camped  there. 
In  an  instant  the  whole  construction  camp  had 
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the  news  and  the  work  was  thrown  into  confusion. 
Feather  Creek  was  twenty  miles  away  Orders 
flew  fast.  A  special  train  was  made  up,  and 
Stanley  taking  command,  with  Casement  to  aid 
made  ready  instantly  to  leave  for  the  scene  of 
the  disaster. 

The  men  running  from  the  grade  fell  into  hne 
hke  veteran  soldiers.    Indeed,  most  of  them  had 
seen  service  in  the  war  just  closed  and  the  smell 
of  powder  was  no  novelty.    Bob  Scott  turned  the 
venison  over  to  Oliver  and  loaded  his  horse  in 
the  car  with  those  of  the  cavalrymen.     Under 
Stanley's  orders  he  himself  rode  as  pilot  in  the 
cab  with  the  engine  crew.    Bucks  also  reported  to 
Stanley,  and  within  twenty  minutes  the  relief  train 
carrying  two  hundred  men  was  plunging  down 
the  long  hill  toward  Feather  Creek.    Heads  were 
craned  out  of  the  car  windows,  and  in  rounding 
every  curve  Bucks,  with  the  scout  Leon  Sublette, 
sitting  greatly  wrought  up  behind  Stanley  and 
Casement,  expected  momentarily  to  see  Cheyenne 
war  bonnets  spring  up  out  of  the  stunted  cedars 
that  lined  the  hihs  along  the  right  of  way. 
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But  not  a  sign  could  be  seen  of  any  living 
tiling.  The  train  reached  Feather  Creek,  and 
slowly  crossed  the  bridge  before  Scott  signalled 
the  engineman  to  stop.  His  eye  had  detected  the 
scene  of  the  fight,  and  the  ground  beyond-a  low 
cut-was  favorable  for  getting  the  men  safely  out 
of  the  cars. 

As  the  engine  slowed,  a  little  scene  of  desola- 
tion beside  the  right  of  way  met  Bucks's  eye, 
and  he  caught  sight  of  the  ghastly  battle-field.' 
A  frightened  section  crew  emerged  from  the  wild- 
plum  thickets  along  the  creek  bottom,  as  the 
cavalrymen,  foUowed  by  Casement's  armed  men, 
poured  out  of  the  three  cars.  Stanley  with  his 
scouts  led  the  way  to  the  emigrant  camp,  where 
the  fight  had  taken  place.  The  wagons  had  been 
burned,  the  horses  run  off,  and  the  three  unfortu- 
nate men  butchered. 

Bucks  experienced  a  shock  when  Scott  came 
upon  the  three  dead  men  whose  mutilated  bodies 
had  been  dragged  from  the  scene  by  the  section 
men  and  who  lay  with  covered  faces  side  by  side 
under  a  little  plum-tree,  fragrant  with  blossoms 
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and  aUve  with  the  hum  of  bees.  The  sunshine 
and  the  beauty  of  the  spot  contrasted  strangely 
with  the  revolting  spectacle  upon  the  grass. 

Stanley  gave  the  orders  by  which  the  bodies 
were  conveyed  to  the  train  and  with  the  scouts 
and  cavalrymen  reconnoitering  the  surrounding 
country,  Casement's  men  lay  on  their  arms  in 
the  shade  of  the  cut.  Dancing  rigged  a  pony  in- 
strument to  the  telegraph  wires,  which  had  not 
been  disturbed,  and  Bucks  transmitted  messages 
to  Fort  Kearney  advising  the  commanding  officer 
of  the  murders  and  adding  afterward  the  report 
of  Scott  and  Sublette  as  to  the  direction  the 
marauders  had  taken  in  flight. 

"Who  were  the  beasts.  Bob,  that  could  treat 
men  like  that?"  demanded  Bucks  in  an  angiy 
undertone,  when  he  had  cUcked  the  messages  over 
the  wires. 

^^  "Bad  Indians,"  answered  Scott  sententiously. 
"You  have  that  kind  of  white  men,  don't  you? 
These  fellows  are  probably  Turkey  Leg's  thieving 
Cheyennes.  We  shaU  hear  more  of  them." 
In  the  meantime  the  scouts  and  the  cavahy 
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detail  rode  out  again  trying  to  unmask  the  Chey- 
ennes,  but  without  success.  It  was  a  week  before 
they  were  even  heard  of,  and  after  an  aU-day 
attempt  to  do  something,  the  train  backed  up  to 
camp  and  work  was  resumed  as  if  nothing  had 
hap{)ened. 

After  waiting  a  few  days,  Stanley,  always 
restive  under  idleness,  determined  to  push  on 
across  the  Sweet  Grass  country  with  horses,  to 
learn  how  the  timber  cutters  on  the  river  were 
faring  with  their  slender  military  guard.  The 
party,  consisting  of  the  detail  of  ten  men  and  the 
two  scouts  and  Bucks,  started  one  morning  at 
sunrise  and  made  their  way  without  molestation 
into  the  little-known  mountain  range  caUed  then, 
as  far  south  as  Colorado,  the  Black  Hills. 

Stanley  explained  to  Bucks  during  the  morn- 
ing how  the  chief  engineering  difficulty  of  the 
whole  transcontinental  line  confronted  the  en- 
.  ■Jrs  right  where  they  were  now  riding.    Here 
mountains  were  thrown  abruptly  above  the 
plain  to  a  great  height  and  the  locating  engineers 
were  still  at  their  wits'  ends  to  know  how  to  climb 
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the  tremendous  ascent  with  practicable  grades. 
Stanley  became  so  interested  in  studying  the 
country  during  the  day,  as  the  difficulties  of  the 
problem  presented  themselves  afresh  to  him,  that 
the  party  made  slow  progress.  Camp  was  pitched 
early  in  the  afternoon  under  a  ridge  that  offered 
some  natural  features  for  defence.  Here  the  cav- 
alrymen were  left,  and  Stanley,  taking  Scott,  started 
out  after  some  venison  for  supper.  Bucks  stood  by, 
looking  eager  as  the  two  made  ready  for  the  hunt. 

"  Come  along  if  you  like,"  said  Stanley  at  length. 
"You  won't  be  happy,  Bucks,  till  you  get  lost 
somewhere  in  this  country." 

Sublette  lent  Bucks  a  rifle,  and  the  three  men 
set  out  together,  riding  rapidly  mto  the  rough 
hills  to  the  northwest.  Scott  covered  the  ground 
fast,  but  he  searched  in  vain  for  sign  of  antelope. 
"Indians  have  been  all  over  this  divide,"  he  an- 
nounced after  much  hard  riding  and  a  failure  to 
find  any  game.  "It  doesn't  look  like  venison  for 
supper  to-night,  colonel.  Stop!"  he  added  sud- 
denly. 

His  companions,  surprised  by  the  tone  of  the 
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last  word,  halted.  Leaning  over  his  pony's  neck 
the  scout  was  reading  the  rocky  soil.  He  dis- 
mounted, and  walking  on,  leading  his  b-.rse,  he 
inspected,  very  carefully,  the  ground  toward  a 
dry  creek  bed  opening  to  the  east. 

He  was  gone  perhaps  five  minutes.    "  Colonel," 
he  said,  smiling  reassuringly,  when  he  returned, 
"this  is  no  place  for  us." 
"Indians,"  said  Stanley  tersely. 
"Cheyennes.    Back  to  camp." 
"Down  the  creek?"  suggested  Stanley. 
"The  bottom  is  alive  with  Indians." 
"Up  then,  Bob?" 

"Their  camp  is  just  above  the  bend.  They 
have  spotted  our  trail,  too,  somehow.  It  may 
be  they  are  riding  easy  to  close  in  on  us,"  smiled 
Scott,  while  Bucks's  hair  began  to  pull.  "Our 
way  out  is  over  this  divide."  He  indicated  the 
rough  country  east  of  the  creek  as  he  spoke. 

"Divide!"  exclaimed  Stanley,  looking  up  at  the 
practically  sheer  walls  of  rock  that  hedged  the 
course  of  the  creek.  "We  can't  climb  those  hills, 
if  we  never  get  out." 
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"They're  not  quite  so  bad  as  they  look.  Any- 
way, colonel,  we've  got  to." 

"They  can  pick  us  off  our  horses  like  monkeys 
all  the  way  up!" 

"It's  a  chance  for  our  scalps,  colonel.  And  it 
will  be  as  hard  riding  for  them  as  it  is  for  us." 

Stanley  looked  at  Bucks  with  perplexity.  "This 
boy!" 

"I  can  make  it.  Colonel  Stanley,"  exclaimed 
Bucks,  who  felt  he  must  say  something. 

Stanley  still  hesitated. 

"We've  no  time  to  lose,"  smiled  Scott  signifi- 
cantly. 

"Then  go  ahead.  Bob." 

They  had  half  a  mile  of  comparatively  level 
ground  to  cross  before  they  began  their  climb, 
and  this  strip  they  rode  very  hard.  When  they 
reached  the  hills,  Scott  headed  for  a  forbidding- 
looking  canyon  and  urged  his  horse  without  ceas- 
ing through  the  rocky  wash  that  f  rewed  its  floor. 
Stanley,  with  an  excellent  mount,  could  have  kept 
well  up,  but  he  had  put  Bucks  ahead  of  him  in 
the  safe  place  of  the  little  procession,  and  the  boy 
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had  difficulty  in  keeping  within  call  of  their  ac- 
tive leader.  The  minute  they  were  out  of  sight 
of  the  creek  bottoms,  Scott,  choosing  an  appar- 
ently unscalable  ascent,  urged  his  horse  up  one  of 
the  canyon  walls  and  the  three  were  soon  climh 
ing  in  ordei. 

Happily,  Bucks's  scrub  horse  gave  a  better  ac- 
count of  himself  in  climbing  than  ho  had  done  ;n 
covering  better  ground.  As  their  horses  stumbled 
hurriedly  along  the  narrow  ledges,  they  made  noipp 
enough  to  wake  the  Indian  dead  and  the  loose 
rock  tumbled  with  sinister  echoes  down  the  can- 
yon wall.  But  progress  was  made,  and  the  white 
men  felt  only  anxious  lest  pursuit  should  catch 
them  exposed  on  the  uncovered  height  up  which 
they  were  fast  clambering. 

Secure  in  their  escape,  the  three  were  nearing 
the  coveted  top  when  a  yell  echoed  through  the 
canyon  from  below.  There  was  no  mistaking 
such  a  yell.  Bucks,  who  had  never  heard  anything 
so  ferocious,  had  no  need  to  be  told  what  it  was— 
it,  so  to  say,  introduced  itself.  And  it  was  an- 
swered by  another  yell,  more  formidable  still,  and 
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again  by  a  chorus  of  yells.  Then  it  seemed  to 
Bucks's  unaccustomed  ears  as  if  a  thousand 
lusty  throats  were  opened,  and  scared  rigid  he 
looked  behind  him  and  saw  the  canyon  below 
alive  with  warriors. 

They  were  riding  helter-skelter  to  reach  a  range 
where  they  could  pick  the  fugitives  off  the  crest 
of  the  canyon  side.  Within  a  minute,  almost, 
their  rifles  were  cracking.  Scott  had  already 
reached  a  point  of  concealment,  and  above  the 
heads  of  Bucks  and  Stanley  fired  his  rifle  in 
answer.  An  Indian  brave,  riding  furiously  to  a 
rock  that  v/ould  have  commanded  Stanley  and 
Bucks  as  they  urged  their  horses  on,  started  in  I 
saddle  as  Scott  fired  and  clutched  his  side  in- 
stantly with  his  rifle  hand.  His  pony  bolted  as 
the  half-hitch  of  the  rawhide  thong  on  its  lower 
jaw  was  loosened  and  the  rider,  toppb'ng,  fell 
heavily  backward  to  the  ground.  The  riderless 
horse  dashed  on.  The  yelling  Indians  had  had 
their  blunt  warning  and  now  scurried  for  cover. 
The  interval,  short  as  it  was,  gave  Bucks  a  id 
Stanley  a  chance. 
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Spurring  relentlessly  and  crouching  low  on  their 
horses'  necks,  they  made  a  dash  across  the  exposed 
wall  of  rock  near  the  top,  that  lay  between  them 
and  safety.  A  renewed  yell  echoed  the  rage  and 
chagrin  of  their  pursuers,  and  a  quick  fire  of  scat- 
tering shots  followed  their  rapid  flight,  but  the 
Indians  were  confused,  and  Bucks,  followed  by  his 
soldier  champion,  flung  himself  from  his  saddle  in 
the  clump  of  cedars  behind  which  Scott,  safely 
hidden,  was  reloading  his  rifle.  Choosing  his  op- 
portunity carefully,  Stanley  fired  at  once  at  an 
exposed  brave  and  succeeded  in  disabling  him. 
Bucks  was  forbidden  to  shoot  and  told  to  hold 
his  rifle,  if  it  were  needed,  in  readiness  for  his  com- 
panions. With  the  bullets  cutting  the  twigs  above 
their  heads,  Stanley  and  Scott  held  a  council  of 
war.  Scott  insisted  on  remaining  behind  to  check 
their  pursuers  where  they  were,  while  the  two  with 
him  rode  on  to  safety. 

"I  can  hold  this  bunch,  colonel,"  declared  Scott 
briefly.  "There  may  not  be  a  second  chance  as 
good.  Get  on  with  the  boy  before  another  party 
cuts  you  off.  They  can  cross  below  us  and  save 
two  or  three  miles.  Get  away." 
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"But  how  will  you  get  away?  "demanded  Bucks. 

Stanley  laughed.  "Never  mind  Bob.  He 
could  crawl  through  a  Cheyenne  village  with  a 
camp-fire  on  his  back.  It's  what  to  do  with  you, 
Bucks,  that  bothers  us." 

"Just  you  get  on,  colonel,"  urged  Bob.  "I'll 
manage  all  right.  Leave  your  horse,"  he  added, 
turning  to  Bucks,  "and  you  take  mine." 

Bucks  protested  and  refused  to  leave  Scott  with 
an  inferior  mount,  but  his  protests  were  of  no 
avail.  He  was  curtly  directed  by  Stanley  to  do  as 
he  was  told,  and  unwillingly  he  turned  his  horse 
over  to  Scott  and  took  the  scout's  better  steed. 
Scott  added  hurried  and  explicit  directions  to 
Stanley  as  to  the  course  to  follow  back  to  camp, 
and  without  loss  of  time  Stanley  and  Bucks 
crouching  behind  friendly  rocks  led  their  horses 
up  the  inner  canyon  wall  and,  remounting  at  the 
top,  galloped  hurriedly  down  a  long  ridge. 

At  intervals,  shots  from  the  Indians  reached 
their  ears,  and  long-drawn  yells,  followed  by  the 
sharper  crack  of  Scott's  rifle,  echoed  from  the 
west  as  the  scout  held  the  wall  against  the  enemy. 
Backs  did  not  understand  the  real  danger  that 
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the  scout  feared  for  his  party.  It  was  that 
other  parties  of  the  marauding  Cheyennes  might, 
by  foUowing  the  creek,  gain  the  divide  in  time  to 
cut  off  the  raih-oad  men  from  their  line  of  escape. 
The  sounds  of  the  stubborn  contest  behind  them 
died  away  as  their  straining  horses  gradually 
put  miles  between  them  and  the  enemy.  The 
fugitives  had  reached  the  summit  of  the  hilk  and 
with  a  feehng  of  safety  were  easing,  their  pace 
when  Bucks  discerned,  almost  directly  ahead  of 
them,  dark  objects  moving  slowly  along  the  foot 
of  a  wooded  hill.    The  two  men  halted. 
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"Indians,"  announced  Stanley  after  a  brief 
moment  of  inspection. 

"We  are  cut  off,"  he  added,  looking  alertly  over 
the  landscape  about  them.  "This  way,  Bucks. 
Ride  as  low  as  you  can."  Without  further 
words  he  made  an  abrupt  turn  to  the  right, 
striking  south  to  get  behind  a  friendly  buttt; 
that  rose  half  a  mile  away. 

"The  question  now  is,"  said  Stanley,  as  they 
held  their  horses  up  a  little  after  getting  some- 
what farther  out  of  sight,  "whether  they  have 
likewise  seen  us." 

The  harried  pair  were  not  long  in  do'abt.  They 
had  hardly  changed  their  course  wh';n  there  was 
immediate  activity  on  the  hill-side.  The  railroad 
men  spurred  on;  the  distant  horsemen,  now  on 
their  flank,  dashed  out  upon  the  broad  slope  that 
lay  between  the  two  parties  and  rode  straight 
and  hard  after  the  fleeing  men.  Stanley  steadied 
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his  inexperienced  companion  as  the  latter  urged 
his  horse.  "Not  too  hard  just  now.  Your  pony 
will  need  aU  his  wind.  It's  a  question  of  getting 
away  with  our  scalps  and  we  must  be  careful. 
Follow  me." 

Bucks's  heart,  as  he  looked  back,  crowded  up  into 
his  throat.  A  long  skirmish  line  of  warriors  had 
spread  across  the  unbroken  plateau  to  the  east, 
and  Stanley,  with  nothing  but  instinct  for  a  guide,' 
was  making  at  top  speed  to  the  south  to  get  away 
from  them. 

As  the  two  dashed  on,  they  found  to  their  con- 
sternation that  the  country  was  growing  smoother 
and  affording  fewer  hiding-places  from  the  sharp 
eyes  behind  them.  Stanley  knew  they  must  either 
ride  through  the  hiUs  ahead  or  perish.  He  sought 
vainlv-  for  some  break  in  the  great  black  waU  of 
low-lying  mountains  toward  which  they  were  rid- 
ing, yet  from  what  he  knew  of  the  country  he 
hardl\-  dared  hope  for  one. 

He  had  reconnoitred  these  hills  time  after  rime 
"hen  running  the  railroad  lines  and  knew  pretty 
weU  where  he  was.    The  pursuers,  too,  apparently 
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sure  of  their  prey,  rode  hard,  gradually  lessening 
the  distance  that  separated  them  from  the  wary 
soldier  and  his  companion.  The  Indians  had 
ceased  yelling  now.  It  was  beyond  that.  But 
even  in  his  excitement  and  fear  the  inexperienced 
boy  could  not  but  admire  the  composure  and 
daring  of  his  companion. 

As  Stanley  glanced  qow  and  again  back  at  his 
enraged  enemies  he  was  every  inch  a  soldier.  And 
he  watched  the  distance  between  the  Cheyennes 
and  himself  as  coolly  as  if  calculating  a  mere  prob- 
lem in  geometry.  While  saving  every  possible 
breath  for  his  horses,  he  yet  managed  to  keep  the 
Cheyennes  at  a  distance.  The  Indians,  bent  on 
overhauling  the  fleeing  men  before  they  could 
reach  even  the  scant  protection  of  the  scattered 
timber  they  were  now  approaching,  redoubled 
their  efforts  to  cut  off  the  escape. 

Forced  by  the  desperation  of  his  circumstances, 
Stanley  bent  more  and  more  to  the  west  of  south, 
even  though  in  domg  so  he  seemed  to  be  getting 
into  a  more  hopeless  country.  The  veteran  cam- 
paigner eyed  Bucks's  horse  carefully  as  he  turned 
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in  his  saddle,  but  Scott's  wiry  beast  appeared 
quite  fresh,  and  Stanley,  turning  his  eyes,  again 
swept  the  horizon  for  a  friendly  break  in  the  black 
walls  ahead.     As  he  did  so  he  wa^  starUed  to 
see,  directly  in  front,  Indians  riding  at  full  speed 
out  of  the  hills  he  was  heading  for.    He  reined  his 
galloping  horse  and  turned  straight  into  the  west. 
"Bucks,"  he  exclaimed,  looking  with  concern 
at  the  nder  now  by  his  side,  "it's  a  case  of 
obey  orders  now.    If  I  stop  at  any  time,  you  ride 
straight  on— do  you  understand?    You've  got  a 
revolver?"    Bucks  tapped  the  big  Colt  at  his 
side.    "Don't  let  them  take  you  aUve.    And  hold 
your  last  shot  till  a  buck  rides  in  for  your  scalp  " 
The  straining  horses  seemed  to  understand  the 
sharp  words  that  passed  frcm  saddle  to  saddle 
The  Indians  were  already  within  gunshot,  but 
too  sure  of  their  game  to  lose  any  time  in 
shootmg;  nor  was  Stanley  willing  to  waste  a  shot 
upon  them.    As  he  dodged  in  between  a  broken 
wall  of  granite  and  a  scrubby  dump  of  cedars, 
closely  followed  by  Bucks,  their  pursuers  could 
have  picked  either  man  from  his  saddle. 
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Stanley  had  no  longer  any  fixed  purpose  of 
escape.  He  meant  merely  to  dismount  when  he 
could  ride  no  farther  and  sell  his  life  as  best  he 
could,  while  Bucks  took  such  further  chance  of 
escape  as  his  companion's  last  stand  might  afford. 
The  hard-driven  fighter  v  s  even  looking  for  a 
well-placed  rock  to  droj  ^jehind,  when  the  horse 
plunging  under  him  lu;  hed  to  one  side  of  t!)c 
cedars  and  a  gulf  in  the  walls  suddenly  opened 
before  his  surprised  rider. 

A  rotten  ledge  of  burned  granite  seemed  to 
head  a  mountain  wash  directly  in  their  path. 
There  was  a  sheer  drop  of  twenty  feet  to  the  crum- 
bling slope  of  disintegrated  stone  under  the  head  of 
the  draw  itself,  but  Stanley,  without  looking  back, 
never  hesitated.  Urging  his  panting  horse,  he 
made  a  flying  leap  down  into  space,  and  horse  and 
rider  landed  knee-deep  in  the  soft,  gravelly  granitc 
below  them. 

Bucks's  mustang  shied  on  the  brink.  He  spurred 
him  excitedly,  and  the  trembling  beast,  nerving  him- 
self, leaped  far  out  over  the  ledge,  following  Stan- 
ley so  closely  that  he  almost  struck  him  with  his 
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hoofs  as  he  went  flying  over  the  engineer's  head. 
Bucks  roUed  headlong  as  his  horse  plunged  into 
the  loose  debris.  He  scrambled  to  his  feet  and, 
spitting  the  gravel  from  between  his  bruised  lips,' 
caught  the  bridle  of  his  horse  as  the  latter  righted 
himself. 

No  legs  were  broken  and  much  was  already 
gained. 

"Quick!"  cried  Stanley.  "Ride  for  your  life!" 
he  shouted  as  Bucks  regained  his  saddle.  The 
two  spurred  at  the  same  time  and  dashed  down 
the  draw  at  breakneck  speed  just  as  the  Indians 
yelling  on  the  brink  of  the  ledge  stopped  to  pour 
a  volley  after  the  desperate  men.  Unable  to  land 
an  effective  shot,  the  Cheyennes,  nothing  daunted, 
and  hesitating  only  a  moment,  plunged  over  the 
prenpire  after  their  quarry. 

But  Lhey  had  lost  their  great  advantage. 
The  dry  watercourse  proved  unexpectedly  good 
riding  for  the  fleeing  railroad  men.  It  was  a 
downhiU  run,  with  their  hopes  rising  every  mo- 
ment. Moreover,  the  draw  soon  turned  sharply 
to  the  south  and  put  a  big  shoulder  of  granite 
between  the  pursuers  and  the  pursued.  The 
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horses  of  the  latter  were  now  relieved,  and  the 
wary  Stanley,  riding  with  some  reserve  speed, 
held  his  rifle  ready  for  a  stem  shot  should  one 
become  necessary.  He  found  himself  riding  be- 
tween two  almost  perpendicular  walls  washed 
by  the  same  granite  gravel  into  which  they  had 
plunged  on  the  start,  but  with  the  course  again 
turning,  to  his  surprise,  to  the  east.  Once,  Stanley 
checked  the  flight  long  enough  to  stop  and  Usten, 
but  the  two  heard  the  active  Indians  clattering 
down  the  canyon  after  them,  and  rode  on  and 
on. 

As  they  could  see  by  the  lengthening  shadow 
on  the  mountam-sides  far  above  them,  the  sun 
was  setting. 

"Cheer  up,"  cried  Stanley,  who  had  put  his 
companion  ahead  of  him.  "We've  got  the  best 
of  them.    All  we  need  is  open  country." 

He  did  not  mention  the  chances  of  disaster, 
which  were  that  they  might  encounter  an  obstacle 
that  would  leave  them  at  bay  before  their  tireless 
pursuers.  Mile  after  mile  they  galloped  without 
halting  again  to  see  whether  they  were  being 
chased  Indeed,  no  distance  seemed  too  consid- 
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erable  to  put  between  them  and  the  active  war- 
paint in  the  saddles  behind. 

A  new  turn  in  the  canyon  now  revealed  a  wide 
valley  opening  between  the  hills  before  them.  Far 
below,  golden  m  the  light  of  the  setting  sun,  they 
saw  the  great  eastern  slope  of  the  Black  Hills 
spreading  out  upon  a  beautiful  plain. 

Stanley  swung  his  hat  from  his  head  with  an 
exulting  cry,  and  Bucks,  without  quite  understand- 
ing why,  but  assuming  it  the  right  thing  to  do, 
yelled  his  loudest.  On  and  on  they  rode,  down 
a  broad,  spreading  ridge  that  led  without  a  break 
from  the  tortuous  hills  behind  them  into  the 
open  country  far  below.  Stanley  put  full  ten 
miles  between  himself  and  the  canyon  they  had 
ridden  out  of  before  he  checked  his  speed.  The 
Indians  had  completely  disappeared  and,  dis- 
appointed in  their  venture,  had  no  doubt  ridden 
back  to  their  fastnesses  to  wait  for  other  un- 
wary white  men.  Stanley  chose  a  little  draw 
with  good  water  and  grass,  and  night  was  just 
falling  as  they  picketed  their  exhausted  horses  and 
stretched  themselves,  utterly  used  up,  on  the  grass. 
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"We  are  safe  until  morning,  anyway,"  an- 
nounced Stanley  as  he  threw  himself  down.  "  And 
this  Indian  chase  may  be  the  luckiest  thing  that 
has  ever  happened  to  me  in  the  troublesome  course 
of  an  unlucky  life. 

"You  don't  understand,"  continued  the  engi- 
neer, wiping  the  sweat  and  dust  from  his  tired 
face.    Bucks  admitted  that  he  did  not. 

"No  matter,"  returned  his  companion;  "it  isn't 
necessary  now.  You  will  sometime.  But  I  think 
I  have  done  in  the  last  hour  something  I  have 
been  trying  to  do  for  years.  Many  others  have 
likewise  failed  in  the  same  quest." 

Bucks  listened  with  growing  interest. 

"Yes,  for  years,"  Stanley  went  on,  "incredible 
as  it  may  sound,  I  have  been  sesirching  these 
mountains  for  just  such  a  crevice  as  we  have 
this  moment  ridden  down.  You  see  how  this 
range" — the  exhausted  engineer  stretched  flat  on 
his  back,  but,  with  burning  eyes,  pointed  to  the 
formidable  mountain  wall  that  rose  behind  them 
in  the  dusk  of  the  western  sky — "rises  abruptly 
from  the  plains  below.  Our  whole  grade  climb 
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for  the  continental  divide  is  right  here,  packed 
into  these  few  nules.  Neither  I  nor  any  one  else 
has  ever  been  able  to  find  such  a  pass  as  we  need 
to  get  up  into  it.  But  if  we  have  saved  our 
scalps,  my  boy,  you  will  share  with  me  the  honor 
of  finding  the  pass  for  the  Union  Pacific  Railroad 
over  the  Rocky  Mountains." 

They  were  supperiess,  but  it  was  very  excit- 
ing, and  Bucks  was  extremely  happy.  Stanley 
watched  that  night  until  twelve.  When  he  woke 
Bucks  the  moon  was  rising  and  the  ghostly  peaks 
in  the  west  towered  sentinel-like  above  the  plains 
flooded  with  sUver.  The  two  were  to  move  at 
one  o'clock  when  the  moon  would  be  high  enough 
to  make  riding  safe,  it  was  cold,  but  fire  was 
forbidden. 

The  horses  were  grazing  quietly,  and  Bucks,  ex- 
amining his  revolver,  which  he  had  all  the  time 
fel  he  was  wretchedly  incompetent  to  shoot,  sat 
down  beside  Stanley,  already  fast  asleep,  to  stand 
his  watch.  He  had  lost  Sublette's  rifle  in  faUing 
into  the  wash-out.  At  least  he  had  found  no  lei- 
sure to  pick  it  up  and  save  his  hair  in  the  same  in- 
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stant,  and  he  wondered  now  how  much  he  should 
have  to  pay  for  the  rifle. 

When  the  sun  rose  next  morning  the  two  horse- 
men were  far  out  of  the  foot-hills  and  bearing 
northeast  toward  camp — so  far  had  their  ride  for 
life  taken  them  from  their  hunting  ground.  They 
scaimed  the  horizon  at  intervals,  with  some  anx- 
iety, for  Indians,  and  again  with  the  hope  of 
sighting  their  missii.j  guide.  Once  they  saw  a 
distant  herd  of  buffalo,  and  Bucks  experienced  a 
shock  until  assured  by  Stanley  that  the  suspi- 
cious objects  were  neither  Cheyennes  nor  Sioux. 

By  nine  o'clock  they  had  found  the  transcon- 
tinental telegraph  line  and  had  a  sure  trail  to 
follow  until  they  discovered  the  grade  stakes  of 
the  railroad,  and  soon  descried  the  advance-guard 
of  the  graders  busy  with  plough  and  shovel  and 
scraper.  As  they  rode  into  camp  the  very  first 
man  to  emerge  from  Casement's  tent,  with  his 
habitual  smile,  was  Bob  Scott. 

Casement  himself,  who  had  heard  Scott's  story 
when  the  latter  had  come  in  at  daybreak,  was 
awaitmg  Stanley's  return  with  anxiety,  but  this 
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was  all  forgotten  in  the  great  news  Stanley 
brought.  Sublette  and  Scott  now  returned  to  the 
hunting  camp  for  the  cavalry  detail,  and,  reinforced 
by  these,  the  two  heroes  of  the  long  flight  rode 
back  to  reconnoitre  their  escape  from  the  moun- 
tains. Bucks  rode  close  to  Bob  Scott  and  learned 
how  the  scout  had  outwitted  his  assailants  at  the 
canyon,  and  how  after  they  had  aU  ridden  out 
of  it,  he  had  ridden  into  it  and  retraced  with 
safety  in  the  night  the  path  that  the  hunters 
had  followed  in  riding  into  the  hill  country. 

The  second  ride  through  the  long  defile,  which 
itself  was  now  the  object  of  so  much  intense 
inspection,  Bucks  found  much  less  exciting  than 
the  first.  The  party  even  rode  up  to  where  the 
first  flying  leap  had  been  made,  and  to  Bucks's 
joy  found  Sublette's  rifle  still  in  the  wash;  it 
had  been  overlooked  by  the  Indians. 

What  surprised  Bucks  most  was  to  find  how 
many  hours  it  took  to  cover  the  ground  that  Stan- 
ley and  he  had  negotiated  in  seemingly  as  many 
minutes. 
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After  a  week  in  Casement's  camp,  Stanley  and 
his  cavalrymen,  accompanied  by  Dancing,  Scott, 
and  Bucks,  struck  north  and  east  toward  the 
Spider  Water  River  to  find  out  why  the  ties  were 
not  coming  down  faster.  Rails  had  abready  been 
laid  across  the  permanent  Spider  Water  Bridge- 
known  afterward  as  the  first  bridge,  for  the  big 
river  finished  more  than  one  structure  before  it 
was  completely  subdued— and  the  rail-laying  was 
hampered  only  by  the  lack  of  ties. 

The  straggUng  bands  of  Cheyennes  had  in  the 
interval  been  driven  out  of  the  foot-hills  by  troops 
sent  against  them,  and  Stanley  and  his  Uttle  es- 
cort met  with  no  trouble  on  his  rapid  journey. 

Toward  evenmg  of  the  second  day  a  broad 
vaUey  opened  on  the  plain  before  them,  and  in 
the  sunset  Bucks  saw,  winding  Uke  a  silver  thread 
far  up  toward 'the  mountains,  the  great  stream 
about  which  he  had  already  heard  so  much.  Camp 
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was  pitched  on  a  high  bluff  that  coiimanded  the 
valley  in  both  directions  for  many  miles,  and 
after  supper  Scott  and  Bucks  rode  down  to  the 
river. 

In  its  low-water  stage  nothing  could  have  looked 
more  sluggish  or  more  sleepily  deceptive  than  the 
mighty  and  treacherous  stream.  Scott  and  his 
companions  always  gave  the  river  the  name  the 
Sioux  had  long  ago  given  it  because  of  its  sudden, 
ravening  floods  and  its  deadly  traps  laid  for  such 
unwary  men  or  animals  as  trusted  its  peaceful 
promise  and  slept  within  reach  of  its  cruel  power. 

Standing  in  the  glow  of  the  evening  sky  in  this 
land  where  the  clear,  bright  light  seemed  to  lift  him 
high  above  the  earth,  Bucks  looked  at  the  yellow 
flood  long  and  thoughtfully— as  well  he  might— 
for  the  best  of  his  life  was  to  be  spent  within 
ken  of  its  flow  and  to  go  in  doing  battle  with  it 
himself,  or  in  sending  faithful  men  to  its  bat- 
tling, sometimes  to  perish  within  its  merciless 
currents. 

Next  morning  as  the  party,  following  a  trail 
along  the  bluffs,  rode  up  in  the  direction  of  the 
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contractors'  camps  they  discerned  out  on  the  river 
bottom  a  motley  cluster  of  tents  and  shanties 
pitched  under  a  hill.    A  number  of  flat-boats 
lay   in  the  backwater  behind  the  bend  and  a 
quantity  of  ties  corded  along  the  bank  indicated 
a  loading-place,  but  no  one  seemed  to  be  doing 
any  loading.    Th»  few  men  that  could  be  seen  in 
the  distance  8    ^       .  to  be  loafing  in  the  sun- 
shine along  the  straggling  street-way  that  led  to 
the  river.    Stanley  checked  his  horse. 
"What  place  is  that?"  he  demanded  of  Scott. 
"That,"  returned  the  guide,  "is  Sellersville." 
"Sellersville,"  echoed  Stanley.    "What  is  Sell- 
ersville?" 

"Sellersville  is  where  they  bring  most  of  the 
ties  for  the  boats." 

"Have  they  started  a  town  down  there  on  the 
bottoms?" 

"They  have  started  enough  saloons  and  gam- 
bling dens  to  get  the  money  from  the  men  that 
are  chopping  ties." 

Stanley  contemplated  for  a  moment  the  ill- 
looking  settlement.    A  mile  farther  on  they  en- 
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countered  a  number  of  men  following  the  trail  up 
the  river. 

A  small  dog  barked  furiously  at  the  Stanley 
party  as  they  came  up,  and  acted  as  if  he  were 
ready  to  fight  every  trooper  in  the  detail.  He 
dashed  back  and  forth,  barking  and  threatening 
so  fiercely  that  every  one's  attention  was  drawn 
to  him. 

Stanley  stoi  •  led  the  leader  and  found  he  was  a 
tic-camp  foreman  from  up-river  taking  men  to 
camp.  "Is  that  your  dog?"  demanded  Stanley, 
indicating  the  belligerent  animal  who  seemed  set 
upon  eating  somebody  alive. 

"Why,  yes,"  admitted  the  foreman  philo- 
sophically.    "He  sort  o'  claims  me,  I  guess." 

"What  do  you  keep  a  cur  like  that  around  for?" 

"Can't  get  rid  of  him,"  returned  the  foreman. 
"  He  is  no  good,  but  the  boys  like  his  impudence. 
Down,  Scuffy!"  he  cried,  looking  for  a  stick  to 
throw  at  his  pet. 

Bucks  surveyed  the  company  of  men.    They 
were  a  sorry-looking  lot.    The  foreman  explained 
t  at  he  had  dragged  them  out  of  the  dens  at 
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Sellersville  to  go  back  to  work.  Wher  remon- 
strated with  for  Ihe  poor  showing  the  contractors 
were  making,  the  foreman  pointed  to  the  plague- 
spot  on  the  bottoms. 

"There's  the  reason  you  are  not  getting  any 
ties,"  said  he  lazily.  "We've  got  five  hundred 
men  at  work  up  here;  that  is,  they  are  supposed 
to  be  at  work.  These  whiskey  dives  and  faro 
joints  get  them  the  minute  they  are  paid,  and  for 
ten  days  after  pay-day  we  can't  get  a  hund.ed 
men  back  to  camp." 

The  foreman  as  he  spoke  looked  philosophically 
toward  the  canvas  shanties  below.  "I  spend  half 
my  time  chasing  back  and  forth,  but  I  can't  do 
much.  They  hold  my  men  until  they  have  robbed 
them,  and  then  if  they  show  fight  they  chuck  them 
into  the  river.  It's  the  same  with  the  flat-boat 
men."  He  turned,  as  he  continued,  to  indicate 
two  particularly  wretched  specimen  ■.  "These  fel- 
lows were  drugged  and  robbed  of  every  dollar  they 
brought  here  before  they  got  to  work  at  all." 

Stanley  likewise  gazed  thoughtfully  upon  the 
cluster  of  tents  and  shacks  along  the  river  landing. 
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He  turned  after  a  moment  to  Scott.  "  Bob,"  said 
he,  looking  back  again  toward  the  river,  "what 
gang  do  you  suppose  this  is? " 

Scott  shook  his  head.  "That  I  couldn't  say, 
('olonel  .'itanley." 

"Suppose,"  continued  Stanley,  still  regarding 
the  oflfending  settlement,  "you  and  Dancing  re- 
connoitre them  a  little  and  tell  me  who  they  are. 
We  will  wait  for  you." 

Scott  and  the  lineman  swung  into  their  saddles 
and  started  down  the  trail  that  led  the  land- 
ing. Stanley  spoke  again  to  the  foreman.  "Can 
those  men  use  an  axe?"  he  demanded,  indicating 
the  two  men  that  the  foreman  asserted  had  been 
robbed. 

"They  are  both  old  choppers— but  this  gang  at 
Sellersville  stole  even  their  axes." 

"Leave  these  two  men  here  with  me,"  directed 
Stanley  as  he  watched  Scott  and  Dancing  ride 
down  toward  Sellersville.  "I  may  have  so:  e- 
thing  for  them  to  chop  after  a  while." 

The   foreman   assented.      "I   don't    like   the 
bunch,"  he  murmured;  "but  nobody  at  our  :amp 
wants  to  tackle  them.    What  can  we  do''" 
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While  the  foreman  continued  to  talk,  Stanley 
again  looked  over  the  human  wrecks  that  he 
had  rounded  up  and  brought  out  of  Sellersville. 
"What  can  we  do?"  echoed  Stanley,  repeating 
the  last  question  tartly.  "Well,  I'll  tell  you  one 
tiling  we  can  do.  We  can  throw  Sellersville  into 
the  river." 

Dancing  and  Scott  were  gone  half  an  hour.  The 
report,  when  they  returned,  was  not  encourag- 
ing. "It  is  a  bunch  of  cutthroats  from  Medicine 
Bend,  colonel,"  said  Bob  Scott. 

"All  friends  of  yours,  I  presume.  Bob,"  returned 
Stanley. 

The  scout  only  smiled.  "John  Rebstock  is 
there  with  his  following.  But  the  boss,  I  think, 
is  big  George  Seagrue.  He  is  mean,  you  know. 
George  has  got  two  or  three  men  to  his  credit." 

"Are  we  enough  to  clean  them  out.  Bob?" 
inquired  Stanley  impatiently. 

Scott  looked  around  and  his  eye  rested  for  a 
moment  on  Dancing.  He  hitched  his  trousers. 
"There's  about  thirty  men  down  there.  I  ex- 
pect," he  continued  reflectively,  "we  can  take 
care  of  them  if  we  have  to." 
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^^  Stanley  turned  to  the  sergeant  of  his  troopers. 
"Pitch  a  permanent  camp,  sergeant.    There  will 
be  nothing  to  take  us  any  farther  up  the  river." 
As  Stanley  gave  the  order  Buck?  noticed  that 
Dancing  winked  at  Scott.   And  without  the  mean- 
ing glances  exchanged  by  the  lineman  and  me 
scout,  Bucks  would  have  understood  from  Stan- 
ley's manner  that   he  meant  strong  measures. 
Stanley  sent  a  further  message  to  the  contractor, 
and  the  foreman,  followed  by  his  convoy  of  hu- 
nanity,  started  on.    The  soldiers,  foreseeing  a 
lively  scene,  stripped  their  pack-horses  and  set 
at  work  pitching  their  tents. 

Leaving  four  men  in  camp,  the  engineer,  accom- 
panied by  his  escort,  rode  down  the  bluffs  and, 
striking  a  lumber  road,  galloped  rapidly  through 
the  poplar  bottom-lands  toward  the  gamblers' 
imp.  It  was  an  early  hour  for  human  wolves 
to  be  stirring,  and  the  invaders  clattered  into  Sel- 
lersviUe  before  they  attracted  any  attention. 

A  bugler,  however,  riding  into  the  middle  of 
the  settlement,  sounded  a  trumpet  call,  and  at 
the  unwonted  notes  frowsy,  iU-shaped  heads  ap- 
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peared  at  various  shanty  doors  and  tent-flaps  to 
see  what  was  doing.  Stanley  sent  one  man  from 
door  to  door  to  notify  the  inmates  of  each  shelter 
to  pack  up  their  effects  and  make  ready  to  move 
without  delay. 

Five  troopers  were  detailed  to  guard  three 
gambling  tents  that  stood  together  in  the  middle 
of  the  camp,  each  of  these  being  flanked  by 
smaller  dens.  Word  was  then  passed  to  the  gam- 
blers and  saloon-keepers  to  line  up  on  the  river 
front. 

Stanley  regarded  the  gathering  crowd  with  a 
cold  eye.  Scott,  who  stood  near  Bucks,  pointed 
out  a  square-shouldered  man  with  a  deep  scar 
splitting  one  cheek.  "Do  you  know  that  fellow, 
Bucks?  "  he  asked  in  an  undertone. 

"No;  who  is  he?" 

"That  is  a  Medicine  Bend  confidence  man. 
Perry.  Do  you  remember  the  woman  you  helped 
out  with  a  ticket  to  Iowa?  Perry  is  her  husband 
— the  man  that  Dave  Hawk  made  pay  up." 

Perry  was  a  tj-pe  of  the  Sellersville  crowd  now 
being  evicted.    There  was  much  talk  as  the  sol- 
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diers  urged  and  drove  the  gang  out  of  one  haunt 
after  another  and  a  good  deal  of  threatening  as 
the  leaders  marched  out  in  front  of  Stanley. 

"Who  is  running  this  camp?"  demanded  the 
officer  curtly.  The  men  looked  at  one  another. 
A  fat,  slow-moving  man  with  small  blue  eyes  and 
a  wheezy  voice  answered:  "Why,  no  one  in  par- 
ticular, colonel.  We're  Just  a-camping  in  a  bunch. 
What's  a-matter?  Seagrue  here,"  he  nodded  to  a 
sharp-jawed  companion,  "and  Perry,"  he  added, 
jerking  his  thumb  toward  the  scarred-faced  man, 
"and  me  own  these  two  big  tents  in  partners." 

"What's  your  name?" 

"My  name's  Rebstock." 

"Produce  the  axes  stolen  here  from  these  two 
men,"  said  Stanley,  indicating  the  choppers  be- 
hind hun.  There  was  a  jangle  of  talk  between 
Rebstock  and  his  associates,  and  Perry,  much 
against  his  inclination,  was  despatched  to  hunt 
up  the  axes.  It  was  only  a  moment  before  he 
returned  with  them. 

Rebstock,  with  a  show  of  virtue,  reprimanded 
Perry  severely  for  harboring  the  men  that  had 
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stolen  the  axes.  "  Sorry  it  happened,  colonel,"  he 
grumbled,  after  he  had  abused  the  thieves  roundly 
in  a  general  way,  "and  I'll  see  it  doesn't  hap- 
pen again.  We  can't  watch  everybody  in  a  place 
like  this.  Tell  your  men,"  he  continued,  expand- 
ing his  chest,  "to  leave  their  axes  with  me  when 
they  come  to  Sellersville — ^what?" 

The  assurances  were  lost  on  Stanley.  "Reb- 
stock,"  said  he,  in  a  tone  that  Bucks  had  not 
heard  before  from  him,  "take  your  personal  ef- 
fects, all  of  you— and  nothing  else— and  load  them 
on  a  flatboat.  I  will  give  you  one  hour  to  get- 
out  of  here." 

Rebstock  ahnost  fell  over  backward.  He 
wheezed  in  amazement.  There  was  an  outburst 
of  indignant  protests.  A  dozen  men  clamored  at 
once.  Perry  rushed  forward  to  threaten  Stanley; 
others  cursed  and  defied  him. 

"Who  are  you,  and  what  do  you  mean  giving 
orders  like  that?"  demanded  Seagrue,  confronting 
him  angrily. 

"No  matter  who  I  am,  you  will  obey  the  orders. 
And  you  can't  take  any  tents  or  gambling  ap- 
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paratus  or  liquors.  Pack  up  your  clothes  and 
camp  stuff— nothing  else— and  get  out." 

If  a  bombshell  had  dropped  into  Sellersville, 
consternation  could  not  have  been  more  complete. 
But  it  became  quickly  apparent  that  not  all  of 
the  gang  would  surrender  without  a  fight.  The 
leaders  retreated  for  a  hurried  consultation. 

Rebstock  walked  back  presently  and  confronted 
Stanley.  "What's  your  law  for  this?"  he  de- 
manded, breathless  with  anger. 

Stanley  pointed  to  the  ground  under  their  feet. 

"What's  your  title  to  this  land,  Rebstock?  It 
belongs  to  the  railroad  that  those  ties  belong  to. 
Where  is  your  license  from  the  United  States  Gov- 
ernment to  sell  whiskey  here?  You  are  trespassers 
and  outlaws,  with  no  rights  that  any  decent  man 
ought  to  respect.  You  and  your  gang  are  human 
parasites,  and  you  are  going  to  be  stripped  and 
sent  down  the  river  as  fast  as  these  flatboats  will 
carry  you." 

Without  waiting  for  any  rejoinder,  Stanley 
turned  on  his  heel  and  walked  away,  leaving  Reb- 
stock speechless.  The  threats  against  the  intrud- 
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ers  continued,  but  Stanley  paid  no  attention  to 
any  of  them.  Scott  and  the  five  troopers  faced 
the  gamblers.  Stanley  called  to  the  two  wood- 
choppers,  who  stood  near  with  thei;  axes,  and 
pointed  to  the  gambling  tents. 

"Chop  up  every  wheel  and  table  in  there  you 
can  find,"  said  he. 

A  cry  went  up  from  Perry  when  he  heard 
the  order,  but  the  axemen,  nothing  loath,  sprang 
inside  to  their  work,  and  the  crashing  of  the  gam- 
bling furniture  resounded  through  the  alarmed 
camp.  Stanley  made  no  delay  of  his  peremptory 
purpose.  The  tent  attacked  belonged  to  Seagrue, 
who,  common  report  averred,  feared  nothing  and 
nobody,  while  the  gambling  implements  were 
Perry's. 

Seagrue  rushed  to  his  property,  revolver  in 
hand.  Bill  Dancing,  who  stood  at  Stanley's  side, 
stepi   d  into  his  way. 

"Hold  on,  Seagrue,"  he  said.  The  gambler,  fully 
as  large  a  man  as  Dancing,  faced  his  opponent 
with  his  features  fixed  in  rage.    "Get  away," 
he  shouted,  "or  I  will  knock  your  head  off." 
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AU  eyes  centred  on  the  two  men.  Every  one 
realized  that  open  war  was  on  and  that  it  needed 
only  a  spark  to  start  the  shooting.  The  gamblers, 
rallying  to  Seagrue,  backed  him  with  oaths  and 
threats. 

"Seagrue,  put  down  that  pistol  or  I'll  wring 
your  neck,"  returned  the  lineman,  baring  his  right 
arm  as  he  sauntered  toward  the  outlaw.  Bucks, 
beside  Stanley,  stood  transfixed  as  he  watched 
Dancing.  The  lineman's  revolver  was  slung  in 
the  holster  at  his  side. 

Seagrue  hesitated.  He  saw  Bob  Scott  stan^Ung 
in  the  door-way  of  the  gambUng  tent  with  his  rifle 
lying  carelessly  over  his  arm.  He  was  actually 
covering  Seagrue  where  he  stood— and  Seagrue 
knew  that  Bob  Scott  was  deadly  with  a  rifle. 
But  Dancing  was  walking  directly  up  to  him  and 
Seagrue  dared  not  be  shamed  before  his  own  as- 
sociates. He  jumped  back  to  fire,  but  it  was  too 
late. 

Dancmg  caught  his  wrist.    Both  were  men  of 
great   strength,   and    their  muscles   knotted   as 
they  grappled.    It   was  only   after  a   moment 
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that  the  lineman  could  be  seen  to  gain.    Then, 
as  he  bent  the  gambler's  arm  back,  he  suddenly 
released  it  and  struck  the  revolver  out  of  his 
hand.    Seagrue,  with  a  curse,  sprang  back,  and 
drawing  a  knife  lUshed  for  the  second  time  at 
the  lineman.    Dancing  jumped  to  one  side.    Ashe 
did  so  he  seized  an  axe  from  the  hand  of  one  of  the 
choppers  and  turned  again  on  Seagrue.    The  gam- 
bler made  a  lunge  at  his  throat,  but  as  he  threw 
himself  forward,  Dancing,  springing  away,  brought 
the  axe  around  Uke  a  flash  and  laid  it  flat  across 
his  assailant's  forearm.    The  knife  flew  twenty 
feet,  and  before  the  gambler  could  recover  him- 
self the  railroad  man  with  one  hand  like  a  vice 
on  his  throat  bore  him  to  the  ground. 

"Give  me  a  piece  of  rope,"  mutter«;d  Dancing 
as  Stanley  ran  up. 

Bob  Scott  slashed  a  tent  guy  and  handed  it  to 
him.  In  another  minute  Dancing,  in  spite  of 
Seagrue's  struggles,  had  lashed  his  prisoner  hand 
and  foot.  Picking  him  up  bodily,  he  walked 
unopposed  to  the  landing,  and  to  the  astonish- 
ment of  the  spectators  heaved  Seagrue  with  scant 
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ceremony  into  a  flatboat.  There  a  trooper  kept 
him  quiet.  Walking  back,  the  lineman  brushed 
the  dust  of  the  encounter  from  his  arms  as  if 
to  invite  any  further  Sellersville  champion  to 
come  forward.  But  John  Rebstock,  the  really 
responsible  head  of  the  place,  showed  no  desire 
to  meet  Dancing,  and  Perrv,  the  sneak  of  the 
trio,  only  ranted  while  Bebstock  stood  at  a  re- 
spectable distance  wheezing  his  surprise  at  the 
tremendous  exhibition  of  strength.  And  the  work 
of  destruction  went  forward. 

Adjoining  the  Seagrue  tent  stood  a  saloon  in 
which  the  men  were  now  ordered  to  demolish  the 
stock.  This  renewal  the  excitement  among  Reb- 
stock's  followers. 

"Don't  waste  any  time,"  was  Stanley's  order. 
"They  may  rush  us.  Knock  in  the  head  of  a 
keg  of  whiskey,  pour  it  over  the  bar,  and  bum 
thesh'  nty." 

The  gamblers  were,  in  fact,  mustering  for  a 

charge  on  the  invaders.    Before  they  could  act  the 

saloon  was  ablaze  and  the  flames,  rising  amid  the 

yells  and  execrations  of  its  owners,  leaped  to  the 
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big  tent  adjoining.  In  front  of  this  the  soldiers  In 
a  skirmish  line  held  back  the  scurrying  outlaws. 
Within  a  few  moments  Sellersville  was  ablaze 
from  end  to  end  and  its  population,  including 
Perry  and  Rebstock,  driven  to  the  flatboats,  were 
floating  with  threats  and  curses  down  the  muddy 
current  of  the  Spider  \Vater. 
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Stanley's  next  camp  was  pii  hed  down  the 
river  where  the  overland  teleg  aph  line  crossed 
the  Spider  Water,  t',nd  Bucks,  installed  in  a  smart 
army  tent  with  a  cracker-box  for  a  stool  and  a 
packing-case  for  an  instrument  table,  was,  through 
Dancing's  efforts,  put  in  communication  by  wire 
with  Medicine  Bend  and  the  west  country  as  far 
as  Sleepy  Cat,  where  the  War  Department  was  es- 
tablisHng  an  army  post. 

Stanley,  with  Bob  Scott,  now  spent  a  great  deal 
of  time  in  the  saddle  between  the  bridge  and  the 
upper  tie-camps,  and  his  presence  made  itself  felt 
in  the  renewed  energy  everywhere  apparent  among 
the  contractors  and  their  men.  Bucks,  chained 
to  a  wire,  as  he  expressed  it,  found  the  days  drag- 
ging again  and  would  much  rather  have  been  at 
liberty  to  ride  with  Scott,  who,  when  free,  hunted 
in  the  foot-hills. 

One  day  Bucks  was  sitting  alone  in  his  tent, 
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looking  for  the  hundredth  time  over  a  worn  copy 
of  Harper's  Weekly  that  he  had  picked  up  at  Case- 
ment's camp,  when  a  dog  put  his  nose  in  the  tent 
door.  A  glance  revealed  merely  a  disconsolate, 
unpromising  cur,  yet  Bucks  thought  he  had  seen 
the  dog  before  an  was  interested.  He  seemed  of 
an  all-over  alkali- ,. own  hue,  scant  of  hair,  scant 
of  tail,  and  with  only  r^elancholy  dewlap  ears  to 
suggest  a  strain  of  nobler  blood  in  an  earlier  an- 
cestry. He  looked  in  with  the  furtive  eye  of  the 
tramp,  and  as  if  expecting  that  a  boot  or  a  club 
would  most  probably  be  his  welcome. 

But  Bucks  at  the  moment  was  lonely — as  lonely 
as  the  dog  himself — and  as  the  two  fixed  their  eyes 
intently  on  each  other,  Bucks  remembered  that 
this  was  the  ti*  foreman's  dog,  Scufly. 

Scuff y  had  appeared  at  the  psychological  mo- 
nient.  Bucks  regarded  him  in  silence,  and  the 
dog  perceiving  no  immediate  danger  of  assault 
stood,  in  silence,  returning  Bucks's  stare.  Then 
watching  the  boy's  eye  carefully,  the  dog  cocked 
his  head  just  (he  least  bit  to  one  side.  It  was  a 
mute   appeal,  but  a  moving  one.     Bucks  con- 
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tinucd,  however,  his  non-committal  scrutiny,  re- 
calling that  the  foreman  had  said  nothing  good 
of  Scufly,  and  the  homeless  cur  stood  in  doubt 
as  to  his  reception.  But  realizing,  perhaps,  that 
he  had  nothing  to  lose  and  everything  to  gain, 
the  little  vagabond  played  his  last  card— he 
wagged  his  stubby  tail. 

A  harder  heart  than  Bucks's  might  have  been 
touched.  The  operator  held  out  his  hand.  No 
more  was  needed;  the  melancholy  tramp  stepped 
cautiously  forward  '-iving  his  alert  flag  of  truce. 
He  sniffed  long  and  carefully  as  he  neared  Bucks, 
looked  solicitously  into  the  boy's  eyes,  and  then 
smelt  and  lick  '  che  proffered  hand.  It  was  a 
token  of  submit  :  i  as  plainly  expressed  as  when 
Friday,  kneeling,  ^  -ced  Robinson  Crusoe's  foot 
on  his  head.  Bucks  reached  into  a  paper  bag 
that  Bill  Dancing  had  left  on  the  table  and  gave 
the  dog  a  cracker. 

Scuffy  snapped  up  the  offering  like  onu  starving. 
A  second  cracker  and  a  thira  disappeared  at  sin- 
gle gulps.    For  the  length  of  the  dog,  the  size  of 
liis  mouth  appeared  enormous.    In  a  moment  the 
97 


The  Mountain  Divide 

cracker-bag  was  emptied  and  Scuffy  again  licked 
the  friendly  hand.  It  did  not  take  Bucks  long  to 
decide  what  to  do.  In  another  moment  he  had 
resolved  to  adopt  his  tramp  visitor.  The  day 
happened  to  be  Friday,  and  Bucks  at  once  re- 
named him  Friday.  When  Dancing,  who  had 
been  with  Bob  Scott  hunting,  came  in  late  that 
night  he  found  Bucks  asleep  and  Scuffy  lying  in 
Dancing's  own  bed,  from  which  he  was  ejected 
only  after  the  most  vigorous  language  on  his  own 
part  as  well  as  on  that  of  the  lineman.  Even 
then,  Scuffy  retreated  only  as  far  as  Bucks's  feet, 
where  he  slept  for  the  rest  of  the  night  undis- 
turbed. 

"Where  did  he  come  from?"  growled  Dancing 
in  the  morning  as  he  sat  with  his  pipe  regarding 
the  intruder,  who  acted  quite  at  home,  with  a 
critical  eye. 

Bucks  explained  that  this  was  the  tie  foreman's 
runaway  dog,  Scuffy,  and  beyond  Scuffy's  first  ap- 
pearance at  the  tent  door  he  could  tell  him  noth- 
ing. Scuffy  simply  and  promptly  assumed  a  place 
in  camp  and  Bucks  became,  willy-niUy,  his  spon- 
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sor.  But  his  effort  to  rename  him  came  to  noth- 
ing. Scuffy  gave  no  heed  when  called  "Friday," 
but  for  "Scuffy"  he  sprang  to  attention  instantly. 

Bill  Dancing  decided,  off-hand,  that  "the  pup" 
was  worthless.  Scott,  whose  smile  was  kindly 
even  when  sceptical,  only  corrected  Bill  to  the 
extent  of  saying  that  Friday  or  Scuffy,  whoever 
or  whatever  he  might  be,  was  no  pup;  that  he 
was  a  full-grown  dog  and  in  Bob's  judgment  he 
would  need  no  guardian. 

One  day,  shortly  after  Scuffy  had  been  put 
upon  the  pay-roll,  Scott  came  in  from  a  trip  after 
venison  with  word  that  there  were  black  bears  in 
the  hill  canyons.  The  thought  of  bear's  meat 
aroused  every  one,  and  Stanley  suggested  a  bear 
hunt.  Scott  had  to  se  id  down  to  Stanley's  ranch 
at  Medicine  Bend  for  his  dogs  and  some  delay 
followed.  But  when  the  three  hounds  arrived 
there  was  excitement  enough  to  compensate  for 
it.  One  of  the  dogs  was  a  big  black  fellow  and 
his  companions  were  brown  full-bloods.  The 
hounds,  one  and  all,  set  on  Scuffy  the  moment 
they  reached  camp,  and  it  was  only  by  the  most 
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dexterous  manoeuvres  that  the  strange  dog  es- 
caped being  eaten  alive.  Indeed,  Bob  Scott  re- 
marked at  once  that  if  Scufly  should  survive  the 
greetings  of  his  new  comrades  he  would  prove  his 
right  to  live.  The  hounds  always  set  upon  him 
at  meal-times,  usually  chewed  him  at  bed-time, 
and  harried  him  at  all  times. 

To  a  less  hopeful  temperament  than  Scuffy's, 
life  would  not  have  seemed  worth  hving.  It  was 
only  Bucks  who  insured  him  anything  at  all  to 
eat,  and  the  enmity  of  the  big,  rangy  hounds  for 
the  lean  and  hungry  tramp  dog  left  him  no  peace 
save  when  they  were  fighting  in  dreams.  To 
accept  life  under  such  conditions  indicated  that 
Scuffy  was  a  philosopher,  and  he  accepted  the 
conditions  cheerfully,  filching  what  he  could  of 
sustenance  from  the  common  pot  and  licking  his 
troublesome  wounds  at  night  after  his  truculent 
companions  had  gone  to  sleep. 

As  soon  as  the  tie-supply  trouble  had  been  les- 
sened Stanley  took  things  more  leisurely  and  the 
interval  afforded  the  opportunity  for  the  delayed 
bear  hunt.    Bob  Scott  and  Dancing  were  to  go 
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with  Stanley,  and  Bucks  being  freed  for  one  day 
from  his  key  was  invited  to  be  of  the  party.  All 
hands  were  in  the  saddle  by  daybreak,  and  Scott's 
hounds  were  baying  and  tearing  around  camp 
wild  with  excitement. 

At  the  last  moment  a  complication  arose. 
Scuffy,  who  until  the  moment  of  starting  had  for 
prudential  reasons— that  is,  to  avoid  being  eaten 
up— remained  in  obscurity,  jc.ied  the  hunters. 
Every  one  in  turn  tried  to  drive  him  back,  but 
long  practice  had  made  him  expert  in  dodging 
missiles  and  had  rendered  him  insensible  to  re- 
proach. The  hounds  were  too  filled  with  the 
prospect  of  sport  to  pay  any  attention  to  Scuffy. 
In  vain,  Bob  Scott  tried  to  set  them  on  him  and 
drive  him  back  to  camp.  On  this  occasion,  when 
bullying  would  plainly  have  been  justified,  no 
hound  would  assail  Scuffy.  Bucks  drove  him 
again  and  again  from  the  flank  of  the  advance 
only  to  have  the  mortification  of  seeing  him  re- 
appear a  mile  or  two  farther  along  the  trail,  and 
it  was  at  last  decided  to  leave  him  to  his  fate  at 
the  paw  of  a  bear— which  no  one  made  doubt  he 
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was  certain  to  suffer.  At  that  moment  Bucks 
and  Bill  Dancing,  riding  together,  saw  a  deer 
frightened  from  a  thicket  running  toward  the 
river.  Bucks  jumped  from  his  horse  and  Ufted 
his  rifle  to  take  a  shot,  but  by  the  time  he  was 
ready  to  fire  the  deer  had  vanished. 

Led  by  Scott,  the  hunters  rode  at  once  into  the 
rough  country  to  the  west,  where  in  the  mountain 
fastnesses  the  bears  loved  to  feed.  The  hounds 
gave  tongue  vigorously,  and  Scufly,  who  had  by 
this  dme  not  only  established  himself  but  had 
impudently  taken  the  lead  and  was  heading  the 
pack,  barked  loudest  and  longest. 

"Did  anybody  ever  see  conceit  equal  to  that?" 
demanded  Stanley.  "Look  at  that  cur  leading 
the  hounds." 

Bucks  was  mortified  and  expressed  his  regret. 

"Don't  mind  him,  Bucks,"  remarked  Dancing 
consolingly.  "That  dog  won't  bother  long.  The  first 
time  the  hounds  run  in,  the  bear  will  finish  him." 

Bucks  did  not  know  precisely  what  Bill  meant 
by  "running  in,"  but  he  was  not  to  be  long  in 
doubt.    The  pack  struck  a  fresh  trail  almost  at 
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once  and  the  hunters  had  a  long  ride  along  a 
mountam-side  covered  with  faUen  timber  and  cut 
by  innumerable  wash-outs  that  made  the  riding 
hard  and  dangerous.    Scott  found  intervals  to 
encourage  Bucks,  whose  youth  and  inexperience 
made  his  task  of  keeping  up  with  the  others  a 
dilBcult  one.    "Take  it  easy,"  said  Scott  encour- 
agingly as  the  op,  ator  tried  to  urge  his  mount. 
I  am  keepmg  you  aU  back,  Bob." 
"Plenty  of  time.    You  are  doing  wonders  for 
mountain-riding.    When  we  close  in  on  the  bear 
don't  be  too  keen  to  get  near  him.    You  wouldn't 
be  safe  for  a  minute  on  your  horse  if  the  dogs 
didn't  keep  the  bear  busy.    As  long  as  the  dogs 
worry  the  bear  you  are  safe.    A  bear  will  never 
chase  a  man  as  long  as  a  dog  keeps  at  him.    It's 
only  when  the  dogs  refuse  to  go  in  any  longer 
that  the  danger  begins.    When  that  happens,  look 
out.    Keep  a  respectful  distance  aU  the  time  and 
a  road  open  behind  you.    That's  all  there  is  to  a 
bear  fight." 

As  he  spoke,  the  hounds  yelped  sharply  and 
Scott  spurred  forward.    The  hunters  were  thread- 
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ing  a  grove  of  quaking  asp  and  the  dogs  had  come 
up  with  the  bear  on  an  opening  of  shale  rock  sur- 
rounded by  down  timber.  Throwing  his  reins  and 
advancing  cautiously  on  foot,  Stanley,  followed  by 
his  companions,  who  spread  themselves  in  a  wide 
semicircle,  took  his  place,  the  others,  as  they  best 
could,  choosing  their  own. 

The  bear,  a  full-grown  male,  met  the  onset  of 
the  hounds  with  grim  confidence.  The  dogs  en- 
circled him  with  a  ring  of  ferocious  teeth,  running 
in  from  behind  whenever  thrv  could  to  nip  the 
huge  beast  in  the  haunches  or  on  the  flank.  But 
the  surprise  of  the  encounter  was  Scuffy. 

"Look,"  cried  Bill  Dancing,  under  whose  wing 
Bucks  had  taken  his  post.  "Look  at  him!  Why, 
the  pup  is  a  world-beater!" 

In  truth,  Scuffy  was  the  liveliest  and  most  im- 
pudent dog  in  the  pack,  and  when  the  fight  was 
fully  on,  managed  to  worry  the  angry  bear  more 
than  the  hounds  did.  Within  a  moment  the  black 
hound,  over-bold,  imprudently  rushed  the  bear  in 
front.  A  paw  darting  from  the  huge  beast  caught 
him  Uke  a  trip-hammer  and  stretched  him  help- 
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In  that  moment  the  bear  exposed  himself 


to  Stanley's  rifle  and  a  shot  rang  across  the 
mountain-side.  Scott  watched  the  result  anxiously. 
But  the  slug  instead  of  dropping  the  bear  served 
only  to  enrage  him.  For  an  instant  the  two  hounds 
lost  their  heads  and  the  infuriated  bear  charged 
Bucks  and  Bill  Dancing. 

The  shale  opening  became  a  scene  of  confusion. 
Exposing  himself  recklessly,  Scott  tried  to  urge 
the  dogs  forward,  but  they  had  lost  their  nerve. 
It  needed  only  this  to  upset  everything.    The 
hunters  closed  in  together,  and  the  critical  mo- 
ment had  come;  deaf  alike  to  command  and  en- 
treaty, the  two  hounds  refused  to  go  in,  and 
Scuffy,  flying  wildly  about  the  bear,  seemed  unable 
to  check  him.    Dancing  stopped  long  enough  to 
take  one  shot,  and  ran— with  Bucks,  who  had 
found  no  chance  to  shoot,  following.     The  bear 
gained  fast  on  the  long-legged  lineman  and  his 
boy  companion.    A  wash-out,  hidden  by  a  clump 
of  bushes,  lay  directly  in  the  path  of  flight.    Dan- 
ring,  perceiving  it,  dashed  to  the  left  and  escaped. 
He  shouted  a  warning  to  Bucks,  who,  not  under- 
standing, plunged  straight  over  the  declivity  and 
los 


The  Mountain  Divide 

sprawled  into  the  wash-out  with  the  bear  after 
him.  Catching  his  rifle,  the  boy  scrambled  to 
his  feet  with  his  pursuer  less  than  twenty  feet 
away.  Between  the  two  there  was  only  open 
ground,  and  the  bear  was  scrambling  for  Bucks 
when  Scufly  sprang  down  the  shale  bank  and 
confronted  the  enemy. 

It  looked  Uke  certain  death  for  Scufiy,  but  the 
tramp  dog  did  not  hesitate.  He  rushed  at  the 
bear  with  a  fury  of  snapping,  though  not  without 
a  lively  respect  for  the  sweep  of  the  brute's  fore 
paws.  The  Uttle  dog,  freeing  himself  forever  in 
that  moment  from  the  stigma  of  cur.  put  up  a 
fight  that  astonished  the  big  brute. 

ScufEy  raced  at  him  first  on  one  side  and  then 
on  the  other,  bounding  in  and  out  Uke  a  rubber 
ball,  dashing  across  his  front  and  running  clear 
around  the  circling  bear,  nipping  even  an  occa- 
sional mouthful  of  hair  from  his  haunches.  He 
made  noise  enough  for  a  pack  of  dogs  and  simu- 
lated a  fury  that  gave  the  bear  the  surprise  of  his 
life.  Bucks  realized  that  only  his  four-leg:jed  friend 
stood  between  him  and  destruction  and  that  so 
unequal  a  contest  could  not  endure  long.  Skilful  as 
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the  little  fellow  was,  he  was  pitted  against  an  an- 
tagonist quite  as  quick  and  wary.  The  clumsi- 
ness of  the  bear  was  no  more  than  seeming,  and 
any  one  of  the  terrific  blows  he  dealt  at  Scuffy 
with  his  huge  paw  would  have  stretched  a  man 
lifeless.  Bucks,  collecting  his  disordered  faculties, 
raised  his  rifle  to  help  his  champion  with  a  shot. 
His  heart  beat  like  a  hammer  in  his  throat,  but 
he  knew  there  was  only  one  thing  to  do,  that  was 
to  get  the  rifle-sights  carefully  lined  in  his  eye  and 
shoot  when  Scuffy  gave  him  an  opening. 

It  came  in  a  moment  when  the  bear  turned  to 
smash  Scuffy  on  his  flank.  Bucks  fired.  To  his 
amazement,  no  result  followed.  The  failure  of 
the  bear  to  show  any  sign  of  being  hit  stunned 
him,  and  he  drew  his  revolver,  never  expecting  to 
escape  alive,  when  two  shots  rang  across  the  wash 
as  dose  together  as  if  fired  by  the  same  hand. 
The  bear  sank  like  a  falling  tree.  Yet  he  rallied 
and  again  rushed  for  Bucks,  despite  Scuffy's  stout 
opposition  and  the  yells  from  above,  and  finally 
halted  only  when  Bob  Scott,  jumping  into  the 
wash-out,  confronted  him  with  a  knife.  There  was 
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an  instant  of  apprehension,  hiolcen  by  a  third 
shot  from  Dancing's  rifle  across  the  gully,  and  the 
bear  crumpled  lifeless  almost  at  Scott's  feet. 

The  scout  turned  to  Bucks  as  he  stood  dazed 
by  his  narrow  escape.  Stanley,  above,  shouted. 
And  Bill  Dancing,  carrying  his  empty  rifle,  and 
with  his  face  bleeding  from  the  briers,  made 
his  way  down  the  opposite  side  of  the  wash. 
Scuffy,  mounting  the  body  of  his  dead  foe,  barked 
furiously. 

The  little  dog  was  the  real  hero  of  the  encoun- 
ter. He  had  paid  his  keep  and  earned  his  way  as 
a  member  of  the  family  and  as  a  bear-fighter. 
When  Bucks  picked  up  his  rifle  he  told  Scott  of 
his  bad  miss  in  the  critical  moment  of  the  fight. 
Bob  took  the  gun  from  his  hands  and  examined 
the  sights  good-naturedly.  Bucks  had  neglected 
to  change  the  elevation  after  he  had  aimed  at  the 
deer  an  hour  earlier. 

"Next  time  you  shoot  at  a  bear  twenty  feet 
away,  don't  leave  your  sights  set  for  two  hun- 
dred yards,"  was  all  Scott  said. 
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The  bniises  that  Bucks  nursed  were  tender 
for  some  days,  and  Scott  tried  out  some  bear's 
grease  for  an  ointment. 

Scuffy,  who  had  come  out  of  the  fight  without 
a  scratch,  took  on  new  airs  in  camp,  and  returned 
evil  for  evil  by  bullying  the  two  wounded  hounds 
who  were  too  surprised  by  his  aggressiveness  to 
make  an  effective  defence. 

Bucks,  when  he  was  alone  with  the  dog  and 
time  dragged  heavily,  turned  for  diversion  to  the 
only  book  in  the  camp,  a  well-thumbed  copy  of 
"The  Last  of  the  Mohicans."  He  had  brought 
it  with  him  to  read  coming  out  from  Pittsburgh, 
and  had  thrown  it  into  his  bag  when  leaving  Med- 
icine Bend.  In  camp  it  proved  a  treasure,  e\en 
the  troopers,  when  they  were  idle,  casting  lots  to 
get  hold  of  it. 

One  day,  when  Bucks  was  absorbed  in  the  ro- 
mance. Bob  Scott  asked  him  what  he  was  reading. 
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Bucks  tried  to  give  him  some  idea  of  the  8tor>'. 
Scott  showed  little  apparent  interest  in  the  ri- 
sumfi,  but  he  listened  respectfully  while  cleaning 
his  rifle.  He  made  no  comment  until  Bucks  had 
done. 

"What  kind  of  Indians  did  you  say  those  were," 
he  asked,  contracting  his  brows  as  he  did  when 
a  subject  perplexed  him,  "Uncas  and  Chingach- 
gook?" 

"Delawares,  Bob.  Know  anything  about  Del- 
aware Indians?" 

Scott  shook  his  head.  "Never  heard  of  Dela- 
wares in  our  country.  I  saw  a  Pottawottamie 
Indian  once,  but  never  any  Delawares.  Is  this 
story  about  Uncas  a  true  story?" 

"As  true  as  any  story.  Listen  here."  Bucks 
read  aloud  to  him  for  a  while,  his  companion  at 
intervals  asking  questions  and  approving  or  crit- 
icising the  Indian  classic. 

"If  you  could  only  read.  Bob,  you  ought  to 
read  the  whole  book,"  said  Bucks  regretfully,  as 
he  put  the  volume  aside. 
"I  can  read  a  little,"  returned  Scott,  to  Bucks's 
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surprise.  "  All  except  the  long  words,"  added  the 
scout  modestly.  "A  man  down  at  Medicine  Bend 
tried  to  sell  me  a  pair  of  spectacles  once.  They 
had  gold  rims,  and  he  told  me  that  a  man  with 
those  spectacles  could  read  any  kind  of  a  book. 
He  thought  I  was  a  greenhorn,"  said  the  scout. 

"Where  did  you  learn  to  read?" 

"A  Blackrobe  taught  me." 

Bucks  held  out  the  book.  "Then  read  this, 
Bob,  sure." 

Scott  looked  at  the  worn  volume,  but  shook 
his  head  doubtfully.  "Looks  like  a  pretty  big 
book  '  r  mc.  But  if  you  can  find  out  whether  it's 
true,  I  might  try  it  sometime." 

StaiJey,  after  a  few  days,  started  up  the  river 
with  Scott  and  Dancing,  leaving  his  men  in 
camp.  Bucks,  who  was  still  too  stiff  to  ride, 
likewise  remained  to  receive  any  messages  that 
might  come. 

There  was  an  abundance  of  water-fowl  in  the 

sloughs  and  ponds  up  and  down  the  river,  and 

Bucks,   the   morning  after  Stanley's  departure, 

leaving  the  troopers  lounging  in  camp,  started  out 
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with  a  shot-gun  to  look  for  ducks.  He  passed  the 
first  bend  up-stream,  and  working  his  way  toward 
a  small  pond  thickly  fringed  with  alders,  where 
he  had  often  seen  teal  and  mallards,  atlempted 
to  crawl  within  gimshot  of  it. 

He  was  working  his  way  in  this  fashion  toward 
the  edge  of  the  water  when  he  heard  a  clatter  of 
wings  and  the  next  moment  a  flock  of  mallards 
rushed  in  swift  flight  over  his  head.  He  impul- 
sively threw  up  his  gun  to  fire  but  some  instinc' 
checked  him.  He  was  m  a  country  of  dangerous 
enemies  and  the  thought  of  bears  still  loomed 
large  in  his  mmd.  An  instant's  reflection  con- 
vinced him  that  it  was  not  his  movement  that 
had  frightened  the  ducks,  and  he  was  enough  of  a 
hunter  to  look  further  than  that  for  the  cause. 
As  caution  seemed,  from  the  soreness  of  his  legs 
and  arms,  plainly  indicated,  he  lay  still  to  await 
developments. 

Soon  he  heard  a  movement  of  trampling  feet, 
and,  seemingly,  across  the  pond  from  him.  Bucks 
thought  of  buffaloes.  His  heart  beat  fast  at  the 
thought  of  getting  a  shot  at  one  until  he  reflected 
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that  he  had  no  rifle.  The  next  instant  h^  heart. 
stopped  beating.  Not  ten  feet  from  where  ic  lay 
in  the  thick  willows,  an  Indian  carrying  a  rifl'^  ?r'd 
in  war-paint,  stole  noiselessly  along  toward  the 
camp.  No  sooner  had  he  disappeared  than  a 
second  brave  followed,  and  while  Bucks  was 
digesting  this  fright  a  third  warrior,  creeping 
in  the  same  stealthy  manner  and  almost  without 
a  sound,  passed  the  staring  boy;  the  appearance 
of  a  fourth  and  a  fifth  raised  the  hair  on  Bucks's 
head  till  he  was  almost  stunned  with  fright,  but 
he  had  still  to  count  three  more  m  the  party, 
one  more  ferocious-looking  than  another,  before 
all  had  passed. 

WTiat  to  do  was  the  question  that  forced  itself 
on  him.  He  feared  the  Indians  would  attack  the 
troopers  in  camp,  and  this  he  felt  would  be  a  mas- 
sacre, since  the  men,  not  suspecting  danger,  would 
be  taken  wholly  unawares.  Should  he  fire  his 
gun  as  a  signal?  It  would  probably  bring  the 
Indians  back  upon  him,  but  the  thought  of  allow- 
ing the  troopers  to  be  butchered  was  insupport- 
able. His  hammers  were  cocked  and  his  finger 
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was  on  one  trigger  when  he  considered  how  useless 
the  alarm  would  be.  The  troopers  knew  that  he 
had  gone  duck  hunting.  They  would  expect  to 
hear  him  shoot  and  would  pay  no  attention  to  it. 
To  rush  out  after  the  Indians  would  only  invite 
his  instant  death. 

There  seemed  nothing  he  could  do  and  a  cold 
sweat  of  apprehension  broke  over  him.  But  if  he 
fired  his  gun  he  might,  at  least,  surprise  the  Ind- 
ians. The  report  of  a  gun  in  their  rear  would 
alarm  them— since  they  knew  nothing  of  his  pres- 
ence or  his  duck  hunting  and  might  take  fright. 
Without  more  ado  he  fired  both  barrels  one  after 
the  other,  careful  only  to  shoot  low  into  the  wil- 
lows, hoping  the  smoke  would  not  rise  so  quickly 
as  to  betray  him  before  he  could  make  a  dash  for 
a  new  hiding-place. 

His  ruse  worked  and  he  ran  at  top  speed  for 
twenty  yards  before  he  threw  himself  into  a  clump 
of  cotton-woods  close  to  the  camp  trail  and  began 
to  reload.  While  he  was  doing  so  a  shout  came 
from  the  direction  of  the  railroad  bridge.  Not 
until  then  did  Bucks  understand  what  the  Ind- 
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ians  were  after.  But  had  he  not  understood,  he 
would  have  known  a  moment  later  when  he  heard 
a  sharp  exchange  of  shots  toward  the  camp,  heard 
the  dojrs  barking  furiously,  and  saw  the  Indians, 
now  on  their  ponies,  runnin^'  the  troopers'  horses 
past  him  at  a  breakneck  gallop.  The  Indians 
yelled  lustily  at  the  success  of  their  raid,  the  stam- 
peded horses  dashed  panic-stricken  before  them, 
and  the  braves  shouted  back  in  derision  at  the 
vain  efforts  of  the  troopers  to  stop  them  with  use- 
less bullets.  Bucks's  own  impulse  was  to  empty 
a  charge  of  birdshot  into  the  last  of  the  fleeing 
warriors,  but  this  he  knew  might  cost  him  his  life, 
and  he  resisted  the  temptation.  When  he  was 
sure  all  were  past  he  ran  toward  the  bluffs,  and 
gaining  a  little  eminence  saw  the  fleeing  Indians, 
a  dozen  in  all,  making  their  way  jubilantly  up 
the  river.  At  the  camp  the  discomfited  cav- 
alrymen were  preparing  for  a  siege,  and  in  their 
excitement  almost  shot  Bucks  as  he  hove  in  sight. 
Bucks  gave  a  good  description  of  the  marauders, 
and,  following  him  up  to  the  pond,  six  of  the 
troopers  attempted  some  pursuit.  This,  to  un- 
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mounted  men,  was  useless,  as  they  well  knew. 
Indeed,  they  used  caution  not  to  come  unawares 
on  any  frienJs  of  the  escaping  braves  that  might 
have  lingered  behind. 

Colonel  Stanley  returned  in  the  morning  to  hear 
that  his  escort  had  been  unhorsed.  Bob  Scott 
grinned  at  the  cavalrymen  as  they  told  the  story. 
He  assured  them  that  they  had  got  off  lightly,  and 
that  if  Bucks's  signals  had  not  alarmed  the  Uttlc 
war-party  they  might  have  carried  away  scalps 
as  well  as  horses. 

"We  shall  be  in  luck  if  we  don't  hear  more  of 
those  fellows,"  said  he  to  Bucks  afterward.  There 
was  now  manifestly  nothing  to  do  but  to  go  in, 
and  later  in  the  day  a  freight  train  was  flagged 
and  the  whole  party,  with  Scuffy  and  the  hounds, 
returned  to  Casement's  camp.  Scott  sent  his  dogs 
thence  to  the  ranch  in  Medicine  Bend,  and  at 
Bucks's  urgent  request  Scufly  was  sent  with 
them  to  await  his  own  return  to  head-quarters. 
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The  foray  of  the  Indians  at  the  Spider  Water 
Bridge  proved,  as  Bob  Scott  had  feared,  only 
a  forerunner  of  active  hostilities.  Casement  had 
already  taken  all  necessary  measures  of  defence. 
His  construction  camp  was  moved  steadily  west- 
ward, though  sometimes  inside  the  picket  lines 
of  troops,  despite  the  warring  Indians  and  the  dif- 
ficulties of  his  situation.  Alarms,  however,  were 
continual  and  the  graders,  many  of  whom  were 
old  soldiers,  worked  at  all  times  with  their  mus- 
kets stacked  on  the  dun:p  beside  them.  In  the 
construction  camp  Bucks  saw  also  many  negroes, 
and  at  night  the  camp-fires  of  their  quarters  were 
alive  with  the  singing  and  dancing  of  the  old 
plantation  hfe  in  the  South. 

While  waiting  for  Stanley's  inspection  of  the 
grading  and  track-laying,  Bucks  relieved  at  times 
the  camp  operator,  whose  principal  business  was 
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the  rushing  of  emphatic  demands  to  Omaha  for 
material  and  supplies. 

During  other  intervals  Buck>  found  a  chance 
to  study  the  system  that  underlay  the  seemingly 
hopeless  confusion  of  the  construction  work.  The 
engineers  moving  far  in  advance  had  located  the 
line,  and  following  these  came  the  graders  and 
bridge-  and  culvert-builders,  cutting  through  the 
hills,  levelling  the  fills,  and  spanning  the  streams 
and  water-ways  with  trestles  and  wooden  bridges, 
miles  in  advance  of  the  main  army.  Behind  these 
came  Casement's  own  big  camp  with  the  tiemen, 
the  track-layers,  and  the  ballast  gangs. 

Every  Eastern  market  was  drawn  upon  for  ma- 
terials, and  when  these  reached  Omaha,  trains 
loaded  with  them  were  constantly  pushed  to  the 
front.  The  chief  spiker  of  the  rail  gang,  taking  a 
fancy  to  Bucks,  invited  him  to  go  out  with  the 
rail-layers  one  day,  and  Bucks  took  a  temporary 
commission  as  spike-dropper. 

To  do  this,  he  followed  Dancing  up  the  track 
past  a  long  construction  train  in  which  the  men 
lived.    The  big  box-cars  contained  sleeping-bunks, 
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and  those  men  who  preferred  more  air  and  seclu- 
sion had  swung  sleeping-hammocks  under  the  cars; 
others  had  spread  their  beds  on  top  oi  the  cars. 
Climbing  a  little  embankment,  Bucks  w  atched  the 
sturdy,  broad-shouldered  pioneers.  A  light  car 
drawn  by  a  single,  galloping  horse  was  rushed  to 
the  extreme  end  of  the  laid  rails.  Before  it  had 
fairly  stopped,  two  men  waiting  on  either  side 
seized  the  end  of  a  rail  with  their  trap  and  started 
forward.  Ten  more  men,  following  in  twos,  at  a 
run,  lifted  the  two  rails  clear  of  the  car  and  dropped 
them  in  place  on  the  ties.  The  foreman  instantly 
gauged  them,  the  horse  moved  ahead,  and  thirty 
spikers  armed  with  heavy  mauls  drove  the  spikes 
furiously  and  regularly,  three  strokes  to  the  spike, 
into  the  new-laid  ties.  The  bolters  followed  with 
the  fish-plates,  and  while  Bucks  'ooked  the  rail- 
road was  made  before  his  eyes. 

The  excitement  of  the  scene  was  unforgettable. 
In  less  than  sixty  seconds  four  rails  had  gone 
down.  The  moment  a  horse-car  was  emptied 
it  was  dumped  off  one  side  of  the  track,  and  a 
loaded  car  with  itf  horse  galloping  to  the  front 
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The  next  instant  the  "empty' 


was 


lifted  back  on  the  rails,  and  at  the  end  of 
a  sixty-foot  rope  the  horse,  ridden  by  a  hus- 
tling boy,  was  being  urged  back  to  where  the 
rails  were  transferred  from  the  regular  flat  cars. 
The  clang  of  the  heavy  iron,  the  continuous  ring 
of  the  spike  mauls,  the  shouting  of  the  orders, 
the  throwing  of  each  empty  horse-car  from  the 
track  to  make  way  for  a  loaded  one,  these  things 
were  all  new  and  stimulating   to  Bucks.    The 
chief  spiker  laughed  when  the  young  operator 
told  him  how  fine  it  was.    He  asked  Bucks  to 
look  at  his  watch  and  time  the  work.    In  half 
an  hour  Bucks  looked  at  his  watch  again.    In 
the  interval  the  gang  had  laid  eight  hundred  feet 
of  track. 

"I  don't  see  how  you  can  work  so  fast,"  de- 
clared Bucks. 

"Do  you  know  how  many  times,"  demanded 
the  spiker,  "those  sledges  have  to  swing?  There 
nre  eighteen  ties  and  thirty-six  spikes  to  every 
rail,  three  hundred  and  fifty-two  rails  to  every 
mUe,  and  eighteen  hundred  miles  from  Omaha 
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to  San  Francisco- -those  sledges  wUl  swing  sixty- 
eigh.  million  times  before  the  rails  are  full -spiked 
— they  have  to  go  fast." 

The  words  were  hardly  out  of  the  chic'  spiker's 
mouth  when  a  cry  of  alarm  rang  from  the  front. 
Bucks,  looking  eagerly,  saw  in  the  west  a  cloud 
of  dust.  At  the  same  time  he  saw  the  tie  gang 
running  in  dozens  for  their  lives  from  the  divide 
where  they  were  working  toward  the  camp.  The 
men  beyond  them  on  the  grade  had  scrambled 
into  the  wagons,  dumped  any  ties  they  might 
contain  helter-skelter  to  the  ground,  and  were 
clinging  to  the  wagon  boxes.  In  these,  the  drivers 
standing  up,  lashed  their  horses  with  whip  and 
line  for  life  and  death,  while  everywhere  beside 
and  behind  them  other  men  on  foot  wer^  racing 
back  to  safety. 

New  clouds  of  dust  rose  along  the  grade  from 
the  flying  wagon  wheels,  the  horses  tore  madly 
on,  and  as  the  heavy  wagons  jolted  over  the  loose 
stones,  the  fugitives,  yelling  with  excitement  and 
alarm  and  clinging  to  one  another  as  they 
bounced  up  and  down,  looked  anxiously  behind. 
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There  was  no  uncertainty  as  to  the  cause  of 
the  panic.  "Indians!"  was  the  cry  everywhere. 
Every  man  in  camp  had  dropped  his  working 
implement  and  was  moving  somewhere  on  the 
double-quick.  Every  one,  it  seemed  to  Bucks, 
was  shouting  and  running.  But  above  the  con- 
fusion of  the  surprise  and  the  babel  of  voices, 
Bucks  heard  the  sharp  tones  of  Jack  Casement 
giving  orders. 

The  old  soldiers  in  the  workir.-  gang  needed 
no  further  discipline.  The  timia  u;..a  the  skulkers 
scurried  for  the  box  cars  and  the  dugouts.  On 
the  other  hand,  the  soldiers  ran  for  the  dumps 
where  the  arms  were  stacked,  and  seizing  their 
muskets  hurried  back  and,  trained  for  the  emer- 
gency, fell  into  line  under  their  foremen. 

Casement,  musket  in  hand,  taking  the  largest 
company  of  men  as  they  form'd  in  fours  behind 
him,  started  forward  at  the  double-quick,  yelling 
now'  for  the  moral  effect,  to  protect  the  retreat  of 
the  wagons.  The  men,  scattering  as  they  reached 
the  edge  of  the  camp,  dropped  into  every  spot  oi 
shelter,  and  at  the  same  moment  Stanley,  mounted 
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and  f  live  with  the  vim  and  fire  of  the  soldier,  led 
a  smaller  body  of  men  rapidly  back  to  guard  the 
rear  of  the  camp,  deploying  his  little  force  about 
the  box  cars  and  flat  cars  as  they  hastened  on. 
In  an  instant  the  construction  camp  had  become 
a  fortress  defended  by  a  thousand  men. 

It  was  none  too  soon.  Stirring  the  yellow  plain 
with  the  fury  of  a  whirlwind,  a  band  of  Sioux 
warriors  rode  the  fleeing  railroaders  furiously 
down.  They  appeared  phantom-like  out  of  every 
slip  and  canyon,  and  rode  full-panopHcd  from 
behind  every  hill.  The  horizon  that  had  shown 
five  minutes  before  only  the  burning  sunshine 
and  the  dull  glare  of  the  alkali  sinks,  danced  now 
with  the  flying  ponies  of  the  Indians,  and  the  hills 
echoed  with  ominous  cries. 

Without  a  word  of  warning,  the  few  fleeing  men 
who  had  been  working  too  far  from  camp  to  reach 
it  in  safety  were  mercilessly  cut  down.  Their 
comrades  under  arms,  with  an  answering  cry  of 
defiance  poured  a  volley  of  cartridge  balls  into  the 
thin,  black  circle  that  rode  ever  closer  and  closer 
to  the  muzzles  of  the  muskets.  Jack  Casement 
and  his  brother  Dan  recklessly  urged  their  men 
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to  the  most  advanced  posts  of  defence,  and  from 
behind  scrapers,  wagons,  flat  cars,  and  friendly 
hillocks  the  railroad  men  poured  a  galling  fire  into 
their  active  foe. 

The  Indians,  seeking  with  unerring  instinct  the 
weakest  point  in  the  defence,  converged  in  hun- 
dreds upon  the  long  string  of  box  cars  that  made 
up  the  construction  train  at  the  rear  of  the  camp, 
where  Stanley,  extending  his  few  men  in  a  reso- 
lute skirmish  line,  endeavored  to  prevent  the  sav- 
ages from  scalping  the  non-combatant  cooks  and 
burning  the  sleeping-cars.      Bucks  saw,  conspicu- 
ous in  the  attack,  a  slender  Sioux  chief  riding 
a  strong-Umbed,  fleet  pony  with  a  coat  of  bur- 
nished gold  and  as  much  filled  with  the  fire  of 
the  fight  as  his  master  was.    Riding  hither  and 
thither  and  swinging  a  long,  heavy  musket  Uke 
a  marshal's  baton,  the   Sioux  warrior,   almost 
everywhere  at  once,  urged  his  men  to  the  fight- 
ing, and  the  fate  of  the  few  white  men  they  were 
able  to  cut  down  or  scalp  before  Stanley  could 
cover  the  line  of  box  car    seemed  to  add  vigor 
to  their  onslaught. 
Stanley  himself,  attacked  by  ten  braves  for 
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every  man  he  could  muster  at  that  point  with  a 
gun,  dashed  up  and  down  the  old  wagon  roads 
along  the  right  of  way,  a  conspicuous  target  for 
the  Indians.  His  hat,  in  the  mOlde,  had  dis- 
appeared, and,  swinging  a  heavy  Colt's  revolver, 
which  the  Indians  shrank  from  with  a  healthy  in- 
stinct of  danger,  he  pressed  back  the  hungry  red 
line  again  and  again,  supported  only  by  such 
musketry  fire  as  the  men  crouching  under,  within, 
and  between  the  box  cars  could  offer. 

Wherever  he  rode  his  wily  foes  retreated,  but 
they  closed  in  constantly  behind  him,  and  one 
brave,  more  daring  than  his  fellows,  succeeded  in 
setting  fire  to  a  box  car.  A  shout  of  triumph  rose 
from  the  circling  horsemen,  but  it  was  short-lived. 
Stanley,  wheeling  like  a  flash,  gave  chase  to  the 
incendiary.  The  Si<  c-  'ou  for  his  life,  but  his 
pony's  pace  was  no  riiai.'i  : -i  i.he.  springing  strides 
of  Stanley's  American  horse. 

For  an  instant  the  attention  of  the  whole  fight 
in  the  rear  of  the  camp  was  drawn  upon  the  rash 
brave  and  his  pursuer.  Bucks,  with  straining  eyes 
and  beating  heart,  awaited  the  result.    He  saw 
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Stanley  steadUy  closing  the  gap  that  separated 
him  from  his  fleeing  enemy.  Then  the  revolver 
was  thrown  suddenly  upward  and  forward,  and 
smoke  flashed  from  the  muzzle.  The  echo  of  the 
report  had  hardly  reached  Bucks's  ears  when  the 
revolver,  swung  high  again  to  balance  the  rhythm 
of  the  horse's  flight,  was  fired  again,  and  a  third 
time,  at  the  doomed  man. 

The  Indian,  bending  forward  on  his  horse,  caught 
convulsively  at  his  mane,  then  rising  high  m  his 
seat  plunged  head-foremost  to  the  ground,  and 
his  riderless  horse  fled  on.  His  pursuer,  wheelmg, 
threw  himself  flat  in  his  saddle  to  escape  the  fire 
bent  upon  him  from  behind  as  he  rode  back.  At 
that  moment  Dan  Casement  and  his  men  hurried 
up  on  the  double-quick.  With  him  came  Bucks, 
who  had  secured  a  rifle  and  faUen  in.  Some 
men  of  the  welcome  reinforcement  were  set  at  put- 
ting out  the  fire.  Others  strengthened  Stanley's 
scattered  skirmish  line. 

Convinced  by  the  determined  front  now  opposed 
to  him  of  the  impossibility  of  rushing  the  camp,  the 
Sioux  chief  gave  the  signal  to  retire. 
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As  if  the  earth  had  opei  J  to  swallow  them  up, 
the  warriors  melted  away,  and  as  suddenly  as  the 
plain  had  borne  them  into  life  it  now  concealed 
their  disappearance.  In  twenty  minutes  they  had 
come  and  gone  as  completely  as  if  they  had  never 
been.  But  in  that  short  interval  they  had  left 
death  and  consternation  in  their  wake. 
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Stirred  by  the  increasing  boldness  of  the 
Indians,  Stanley  returned  with  his  party  to  Med- 
icine Bend  to  take  further  measures  for  the  de- 
fence of  the  railroad  men. 

Bucks,  when  he  reported  to  Baxter,  the  train 
despatcher,  found  new  orders  waiting  for  him. 
He  was  directed  to  take  charge  of  the  station  at 
Goose  Creek.  The  train  did  not  leave  till  night, 
and  Bucks  took  advantage  of  the  interval  to  go 
uptown  to  make  some  necessary  purchases  of  linen 
and  clothing.  On  his  way  back  to  the  station, 
with  his  package  under  his  arm,  he  saw,  on  the 
edge  of  the  broad  sidewalk,  Harvey  Levake.  Le- 
vake  was  standing  near  a  wooden-Indian  cigar- 
store  sign,  looking  directly  at  Bucks  as  the  latter 
walked  toward  him.  The  operator,  nodding  as 
he  came  up,  asked  Levake,  without  parley,  whether 
he  would  give  him  the  money  for  the  express 
charges  on  the  cartridges. 
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If  Bucks  had  exploded  a  keg  of  powder  on  the 
sidewalk  there  could  not  have  been  a  greater 
change  in  the  outlaw's  manner.  He  stared  at 
Bucks  with  contempt  enough  to  pierce  the  feel- 
ings of  the  wooden  Indian  beside  which  he  stood. 

"What's  that?"  he  demanded,  throwing  his 
head  menacingly  forward. 

Bucks  repeated  his  request,  but  so  mildly  that 
Levake  took  additional  umbrage  at  his  diffidence. 

"See  here,"  he  muttered  in  a  voice  begin- 
ning like  a  distant  roll  of  thunder  and  gathering 
force  and  volume  as  he  continued,  "don't  insult 
me. 

Bucks  ventured  to  urge  that  he  intended  no 
insult. 

"Don't  insult  me!"  bellowed  Levake  in  violent 
tones. 

Again  Bucks  attempted  to  protest.  It  was  use- 
less. Levake  insisted  with  increasing  wrath  upon 
hugging  the  insult  to  himself,  while  Bucks  strug- 
gled manfully  to  get  it  away  from  him.  And  as 
Levake's  loud  words  did  not  attract  as  much  at- 
tention up  and  down  the  street  as  he  sought,  he 
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stamped  about  on  the  sidewalk.  Bucks's  efforts 
to  pacify  him  made  matters  momentarily  worse. 
Meantime  a  crowd  such  as  Levake  desired  had 
gathered  and  Bucks  found  himself  a  target  for 
the  outlaw's  continued  abuse,  with  nobody  to  take 
his  part.  Moreover,  the  expressions  on  the  faces 
about  him  now  made  him  realize  his  peril  quite 
as  much  as  anything  in  Levake's  words.  It  was 
becoming  painfully  evident  that  the  onlookers 
were  merely  waiting  o  see  Levake  shoot  him 
down. 

"No  man  in  Medicine  Bend  can  insult  me  and 
live,"  cried  Levake,  winding  up  a  tirade  of  abuse. 
"I'm  known  from  one  end  of  this  street  to  the 
other.  Nobody  can  spread  lies  in  it  about  me." 
He  drew  and  flourished  a  revolver  as  he  spoke. 
None  in  the  crowd  interfered  with  so  much  as  a 
word.  But  even  before  the  outlaw  had  finished 
what  he  was  saying,  a  man  of  medium  size  and 
easy  manner  elbowed  his  way  quietly  through  the 
circle  of  spectators,  and,  taking  Bucks  by  the  arm, 
drew  him  back  and  faced  Levake  himself.    It  was 

Bob  Scott. 
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"What's  all  this  about,  Levake?"  demanded 
Scott  gently. 

Levake  had  no  alternative  but  to  turn  his  wrath 
upon  the  Indian  scout.  Yet  those  who  knew  him 
perceived  that  it  was  done  without  much  stomach 
for  the  job.  Instead  of  growing  momentarily 
greater  the  violence  of  his  abuse  now  grew 
steadily  less,  and  the  thunder  in  his  tones  rolled 
further  and  further  from  the  subject. 

Half-turning  to  Bucks,  Scott  laid  his  hand  on 
his  arm  again.  "Excuse  me,"  said  he,  deUberately 
and  quietly,  "but  you  are  wanted  quick  at  the 
station.  They  are  waiting  for  you.  Go  right 
along,  will  you?" 

Only  too  glad  to  get  away  and  comprehending 
Scott's  ruse,  Bucks  exclaimed,  "Why,  of  course, 
certainly,"  and  stepping  quickly  into  the  crowd 
walked  away. 

Turning  again  to  Levake,  Scott  made  no  effort 
to  check  the  torrent  of  his  words.  In  conse- 
quence, the  gambler  found  himself  embarrassed 
by  the  prospect  of  talking  himself  out.  This 
would  not  have  been  so  bad  except  that  his  circle 
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of  admirers  would,  when  he  stopped  talking,  ex- 
pect him  to  do  something  and  he  was  now  at  a 
loss  to  decide  just  what  to  do.  To  shoot  down 
Bucks  was  rather  a  diflerent  matter  from  a  pistol 
duel  with  Scott. 

None  of  the  street  loafers  about  the  two  men 
knew  Scott,  nor  did  any  of  them  know  that  Le- 
vake  had  a  prudent  respect  for  Scott's  trigger. 
As  for  Scott  himself,  a  smile  of  contempt  grad- 
ually covered  his  face  as  he  listened  to  Levake's 
outbreak.  He  only  waited  patiently  for  the  mo- 
ment, which  he  knew  must  come,  when  Levake 
should  cease  talking. 

"Your  tongue,  Levake,"  returned  Scott  at  last, 
''is  longer  than  a  coyote's.  Why  do  you  stand 
here  and  bellow  about  being  insulted?  What  is 
all  this  noise  about,  anyway?  These  fellows,"  a 
contemptuous  nod  indicated  the  men  standing 
around,  "all  know,  if  you  don't.  You've  been 
talking  loud  so  you  could  get  a  crowd  together 
and  advertise  yourself  by  shooting  an  unarmed 
boy,  haven't  you?" 

The  desperado  broke  out  in  fresh  denials  and 
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curses,  but  he  feared  the  ridicule  of  the  Indian 
would  bring  the  laughter  of  his  admirers  down 
on  him.  Nor  was  he  keen  to  try  a  pistol  duel. 
He  remembered  too  well  the  attack  he  had  once 
headed  on  an  emigiant  train  that  Scott  was  guard- 
ing, and  from  which  the  outlaws  with  Levake  had 
carried  away  some  unexpected  and  unwelcome 
bullets. 

Scott,  now  taunting  Levake  openly,  stepped 
directly  in  front  of  him.  But  the  latter  waved 
him  away.  "I'll  settle  my  diflerences  with  you 
when  I'm  ready,"  he  muttered.  "If  that  fellow," 
he  added,  indicating  Bucks,  who  was  making 
record  time  across  the  square,  "behaves  himself, 
I'll  let  this  go.  If  he  doesn't,  I'll  fill  him  full  of 
lead." 

"When  you  do,"  retorted  Scott,  "remember 
just  one  thing — that  I'm  going  to  fill  you  full, 
Levake.    Don't  forget  that." 

Scott  stepped  backward.  The  crowd  parted  to 
let  him  through  and  Levake  walked  sullenly  to- 
ward the  cigar  store. 

Bucks  wiped  the  perspiration  from  his  forehead 
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when  he  reached  the  station  and  drew  a  long 
breath.  He  waited  until  Scott  crossed  the  square 
and  joined  him.  The  Indian  only  laughed  when 
Bucks  tried  to  thank  him.  "It  is  nothing,"  he 
said,  "you  are  getting  experience  Only  don't 
tackle  that  man  again  till  you  give  me  notice 
beforehand." 

The  next  morning  Bucks  installed  himself  at 
Goose  Creek. 

Goose  Creek  was  a  mere  operating  point  and 
besides  the  rough  wooden  station,  with  an  attic 
sleeping-room  for  the  operator,  boasted  only  a 
house  for  the  section  crew— six  men  taken  care  of 
by  a  China  boy  cook.    East  of  the  station  stood 
an  old  road  ranch  belonging  to  Leon  Sublette. 
For  this,  freight  was  at  times  unloaded  and  an  Ind- 
ian trail  to  the  south  led  through  the  sand-hills  as 
far  as  the  Arickaree  country.    North  of  the  river 
greater  sand-hills  stretched  as  far  as  the  eye  could 
reach.    The  long,  marshy  stretches  of  the  Ne- 
braska River  lost  themselves  on  the  eastern  and 
the  western  horizon  and  at  times  clouds  of  wild 
fowl  obscured  the  sun  in  their  flight  across  the  sky. 
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Dancing  came  down  to  the  new  station  to  com- 
plete the  instalment  of  the  instruments  and  this 
broke  for  a  day  or  two  the  loneliness  of  the  new 
surroundings.  Indeed,  there  was  hardly  time  to 
be  lonely.  The  constant  round  of  interest  at- 
tending the  arrival  of  trains  with  their  long  halts, 
visits  from  trappers  living  at  the  ranch  who  were 
always  ready  to  talk,  and  orrasional  calls  from 
friendly  Pawnees  from  the  south,  together  with 
abundance  of  time  for  hunting  the  geese  and  ducks, 
made  the  days  go. 

But  one  early  summer  morning  Bucks  woke 
to  an  adventure  not  upon  his  daily  programme. 
He  walked  downstairs  after  dressing,  and  as 
he  stepped  out  on  the  platform  the  sand-hills 
touched  by  the  rising  sun  shone  in  the  northwest 
like  mountains  of  gold.  Looking  at  them  he  saw 
to  his  surprise  they  were  covered  with  black 
objects  that  appeared  to  be  moving. 

Indians  were  first  in  his  mind,  and  in  his  alarm 

he  ran  all  the  way  to  the  section-house  where  the 

foreman,  after  a  hasty  study  of  the  hills,  explained 

that  the  suspicious-looking  objects  were  buffaloes. 
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This  information  only  added  to  Bucks's  excite- 
ment. The  China  boy  cook,  Lee  Ong,  at  the 
section-house  appeared  equaUy  stirred  at  the 
situation  and,  after  running  in  and  out  of  the 
kitchen  with  much  fluttering  of  cue  and  clat- 
tering of  wooden  shoes,  promised  Bucks  a  buffalo 
steak  for  dinner  if  he  would  bring  in  a  hind- 
quarter. 

By  the  time  Bucks  had  finished  breakfast  the 
whole  country  to  the  north  was  black  with  buf- 
faloes.   For  hours  they  poured  over  the  divide  to 
the  delight  of  the  astonished  boy,  and  after  a  time 
he  wired  Baxter  at  Medicine  Bend  that  a  herd  of 
at  least  one  million  buffaloes  was  crossing  the  rail- 
road at  Goose  Creek.    As  the  grave  despatcher 
seemed  not  greatly  excited  by  this  inteUigence, 
Bucks  followed  up  the  story  at  intervals  with 
vivid  details.    A  vag  on  the  wire  in  Medicine 
Bend  played  upon  his  enthusiasm  by  demanding 
frequent  bulletins,  even  going  so  far  as  to  ask  the 
names  of  the  leading  buffaloes  in  the  herd.    When 
he  had  got  aU  the  laughs  possible  for  the  office  out 
of  the  youthful  operator,  he  wired  Bucks  that  if 
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the  herd  should  linger  too  long  on  the  right-of- 
way  he  must  notify  them  that  they  would  be 
held  as  trespassers. 

This  message  had  hardly  reached  Goose  Creek 
when  the  China  boy  came  running  into  the  tele- 
graph office.  His  eyes  were  staring,  and  his  face 
was  greenish-white  with  fright.  "Indians!"  he 
exclaimed,  running  to  Bucks's  side  and  dashing 
back  again  to  the  west  window. 

Bucks  sprang  to  his  feet.    "  Where?  " 

Lee  Ong  pointed  to  the  northern  sand-hills. 
Riding  the  broad  slopes  that  led  toward  the  river, 
Bucks  saw  a  long  string  of  braves,  evidently  a 
hunfig  party.  The  cook,  beside  himself  with 
feai  ran  out  of  the  station  before  Bucks  could 
stop  him. 

"Hi  there,  Lee,"  cried  the  operator,  running 
after  him.    "Where  are  the  section  men?" 

"Gone,"  cried  Lee  Ong,  not  ceasing  to  run, 
"all  gone!"  He  pointed,  with  the  words,  to  the 
east. 

"Tell  them  to  bring  the  hand-car  down  here!" 

"Too  much  gone,"  shouted  Ong.    "Omaha!" 
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"  Lee !    Stop !    Where  are  you  going? " 
Lee  stopped  only  long  enough  to  throw  his  right 
arm  and  forefinger  with  an  excited  gesture  toward 

the  west. 
"San  Francisco,  San  Francisco!"  he  rried. 
"  Why.Lee,"  exclaimed  Bucks  running  after  liim, 
"hold  on!  You  are  crazy!  San  Francisco  is  fifteen 
hundred  miles  from  here."  This  information  did 
not  visibly  move  Ong.  ''Indian  no  good,"  he 
cried,  pausmg,  but  or'  ■  long  enough  to  wave  both 
hands  wildly  tow-nd  the  sand-hills.  "San  Fran- 
cisco good.  No  some  more  cook  here.  Indian 
come  too  quick"— Ong  with  his  active  finger  gir- 
dled the  crown  of  his  head  in  a  lightniny-like  imi- 
tation of  a  scalping  knif^"psst!  No  good  for 
Ong!" 

It  would  have  seemed  funny  to  Bucks  if  he  had 
not  been  abeady  frightened  himself.  But  if  the 
section  men  had  fled  with  the  hand-car  it  meant 
he  <vould  have  to  face  the  Indians.  Lee  Ong, 
running  like  mad,  was  already  out  of  hearing, 
and  in  any  event  Bucks  had  no  wish  to  imperil 
the  poor  China  boy's  scalp  with  his  own. 
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He  turned  an  anxious  eye  toward  the  sand-hills. 
Then  realizing  that  on  the  platform  he  was  expos- 
ing himself  needlessly,  he  hastened  inside  *.o  his 
key  and  called  up  Medicine  Bend.  It  was  only 
a  moment,  but  it  seemed  to  the  frightened  opera- 
tor a  lifetime  before  the  despatcher  answered. 
Bucks  reported  the  Indians  and  asked  if  there 
were  any  freight  trains  coming  that  he  could  make 
his  escape  on. 

The  despatcher  answered  that  No.  ii,  the  local 
freight,  was  then  due  at  Goose  Creek  and  would 
pick  him  up  and  carry  him  to  Julesburg  if  he  felt 
in  danger.  Bucks  turned  with  relief  to  the  east 
window  and  saw  down  the  valley  the  smoke  of  the 
freight  already  in  sight.  Never  had  a  freight  train 
looked  so  good  to  his  eyes  as  it  did  at  that  mo- 
ment. He  hailed  its  appearance  with  a  shout  and 
looked  apprehensively  back  toward  the  sand-hills. 

The  activity  in  that  direction  was  not  reassur- 
ing. The  Indians,  too,  apparently  had  noticed 
the  smoke  of  No.  ii  trailing  on  the  horizon.  A 
conference  followed,  illustrated  by  frequent  point- 
ing and  violent  gesticulating  to  indicate  the  com- 
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ing  train.  Then  with  a  sudden  resolve  the  whole 
party  rode  rapidly  out  of  the  hills  and  down  to- 
ward the  railroad. 

Bucks's  heart  misgave  him  as  he  watched.  But 
the  cotton-woods  growing  along  the  river  hid  the 
Indians  from  his  eyes  and  he  could  not  surmise 
what  they  were  doing.  The  mformation  all  went 
to  the  despatcher,  however,  who,  more  experienced, 
scented  serious  mischief  when  Bucks's  buUetins 
now  came  in. 

"Watch  close,"  he  wired.  "It  looks  as  if  they 
were  going  to  attack  the  train." 

The  operator's  anxiety  rose  with  the  intima- 
tion. He  ran  out  of  doors  and  down  the  track, 
but  he  could  neither  hear  nor  see  a  thing  except 
the  slow-moving  train  with  the  smoke  puffing  from 
the  awkward,  diamond-stack  locomotive  moving 
peacefully  toward  the  cotton-woods  that  fringed 
the  eastern  shore  of  Goose  Creek.  The  very  si- 
lence seemed  ominous.  Bucks  knew  the  Indians 
were  hidden  somewhere  in  the  cotton-woods  and 
felt  that  they  could  mean  nothing  but  mischief. 
He  ran  back  to  his  key  and  reported. 
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"They  will  surely  attack  No.  ii,"  he  wired. 
"I  will  run  across  the  bridge  and  warn  them." 

"Where  are  the  Indians?"  demanded  the  de- 
spatcher. 

"In  the  timber  across  the  creek.  I  am  start- 
ing." 

"Don't  be  an  idiot,"  returned  the  despatcher, 
with  an  expression  of  Western  force  and  brevity. 
"They  will  lift  your  hair  before  yoi<  get  half-way 
to  the  train.  Stick  to  your  key  as  long  as  you 
can.  If  they  start  to  cross  the  creek,  leg  it  for 
the  ranch.    Do  you  get  me?" 

Bucks,  considerably  flurried,  answered  that  he 
did,  and  the  despatcher  with  renewed  emphasis 
reiterated  his  sharp  inquiry.  "Do  you  under- 
stand, young  fellow?  If  they  start  to  cross  the 
creek,  leg  it  for  the  ranc'i  or  you'll  lose  your  hair." 

Bucks  strained  his  eyes  looking  for  a  sign  of 
movement  across  the  bridge.  The  cotton-woods 
swayed  gently  in  the  light  breeze,  but  revealed 
nothing  of  what  they  hid. 

The  freight  train  continued  to  crawl  lazily  along, 
its  crews  quite  unconscious  of  any  impending  fate. 
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Bucks,  smothering  with  excitement  and  apprehen- 
sion, saw  the  engine  round  the  curve  that  led  to 
the  trestle  approach  of  the  bridge.    Then  the  trees 
hid  the  train  from  his  sight. 

"What  are  they  doing?"  demanded  the  de- 
spatcher,  growing  apprehensive  himself.  An  ap- 
palling crash  from  the  woods  electrified  Bucks, 
and  the  key  rattled  fast. 

"They  have  wrecked  the  train,"  he  wired  with- 
out an  instant's  hesitation.  "  I  can  hear  the  crash 
of  cars  falling  from  the  trestle." 

Before  he  could  finish  his  message  he  heard  also 
the  screech  of  an  engine  whistle.  The  next  instant 
the  locomotive  dashed  out  of  the  woods  upon  the 
bridge  at  fuU  speed  and  with  cries  of  disappoint- 
ment and  rage  the  savages  rode  out  to  the  very 
bank  of  the  creek  and  into  the  water  after  it. 
Bucks  saw  the  sudden  engine  and  thought  at  first 
that  the  train  had  escaped.  The  next  moment 
he  knew  it  had  not.  The  engine  was  Ught:  evi- 
dently it  had  passed  in  safety  the  trap  laid  for 
its  destruction,  but  the  cars  following  had  left 

the  rails. 
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If  confirmation  of  this  conclusion  had  been 
needed,  it  came  when  he  ran  out  upon  the  plat- 
form as  the  engine  approached.  Bucks  waved 
vigorous  signals  at  it,  but  the  ponderous  machine 
came  faster  instead  of  slower  as  it  neared  the 
station,  and,  with  Bucks  vainly  trying  to  attract 
the  attention  of  the  engineman  or  fireman,  the 
locomotive  thundered  past  at  forty  miles  an 
hour. 

He  caught  one  glimpse  through  the  tender  gang- 
way as  the  engine  dashed  by  and  saw  both  men  in 
the  cab  crouching  in  front  of  the  furnace  door  to 
escape  the  fancied  bullets  of  the  savages.  Bucks 
shouted,  but  knew  he  had  been  neither  seen  nor 
heard,  and,  as  the  engine  raced  into  the  west,  his 
best  chance  of  escape  from  an  unpleasant  situ- 
ation had  disappeared  almost  before  he  realized  it. 

Each  detail  was  faithfully  reported  to  the  de- 
spatcher,  who  answered  at  once. 

"Relief  train,"  he  wired,  "now  making  up  with 
a  hundred  men.  Hold  on  as  long  as  you  can,  but 
take  no  chances.  What  are  they  doing?  Can 
you  see  or  hear  them?" 
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"They  are  yelling  so  you  could  hear  them  a 

mile." 

"  Scout  around  a  little,"  directed  the  despatcher, 
"but  don't  get  caught." 

Bucks  scouted  aroimd  the  room  a  little,  but  did 
not  venture  this  time  farther  than  the  windows. 
He  was  growing  very  nervous.  And  the  Indians, 
unrestrained  in  their  triumph,  displayed  them- 
selves everywhere  without  concealment.  Helpless 
to  aid,  Bucks  was  compelled  to  stand  and  see  a 
fleeing  white  man,  the  brakeman  of  the  doomed 
train,  running  for  his  life,  cut  down  by  the  pur- 
suers and  scalped  before  his  eyes. 

The  horror  and  savagery  of  it  sank  deeply  into 
the  boy's  heart  and  only  the  realization  of  his 
utter  inability  to  help  kept  him  quiet.  Tears  of 
fury  coursed  down  his  cheeks  as  he  saw  in  the 
distance  the  murdered  man  lymg  motionless  on  the 
sand  beside  the  track,  and  with  shaking  fingers  he 
reported  the  death  to  Medicine  Bend. 

"The  relief  train  has  started,"  answered  the 
despatcher,  "with  Stanley,  Scott,  Sublette,  Dan- 
cing, and  a  hundred  men." 
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As  the  message  came,  Bucks  heard  shooting  far- 
ther up  the  creek  and  this  continued  at  intervals 
for  some  moments.  It  was  sickening  to  hear,  for 
it  meant,  Bucks  surmised,  that  another  trairjnan 
was  being  murdered. 

Meantime  the  Indians  that  he  could  see  were 
smashing  into  the  wrecked  merchandise  cars  and 
dragging  the  loot  out  upon  the  open  prairie.  Hats, 
clothing,  tobacco,  provisions,  camp  supplies  of 
every  sort,  and  musical  instruments,  millinery, 
boots,  and  blankets  were  among  the  plunder.  The 
wearing  apparel  was  tumbled  out  of  the  broken 
cases  and,  arrayed  in  whatever  they  could  seize, 
the  Indians  paraded  on  their  horses  up  and  down 
the  east  bank  of  the  creek  in  fantastic  show. 

Some  wore  women's  hats,  some  crinoline  hoop- 
skirts  over  their  shoulders;  others  brandished 
boots  and  shirts,  and  one  glistening  brave  swung 
a  banjo  at  arm's-length  over  his  flying  horse's 
head.  Another  party  of  the  despoilers  discov- 
ered a  shipment  of  silks  and  satins.  These  they 
dragged  in  bolts  from  the  packing-cases  and,  tying 
one  end  of  a  bolt  of  silk  to  their  ponies'  tails,  they 
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raced,  yelling,  in  circles  around  the  prairie  with 
the  parti-colored  silks  streaming  behind,  the  bolts 
bobbing  and  jerking  along  the  ground  like  rioting 
garlands  of  a  crazy  May-pole  dance.  And,  having 
exhausted  their  ingenuity  and  robed  themselves 
in  this  wise  in  all  manner  of  plunder,  they  set 
fire  to  the  wrecked  train,  singing  and  dancing  in 
high  glee  as  the  flames  rose  crackling  above  the 

trees. 

Bucks,  with  clenched  hands,  watched  and  prayed 
for  the  arrival  of  the  speedmg  reUef  train.  The 
moments  passed  with  leaden  feet  and  the  train 
had  many  miles  to  come.  The  despatcher  con- 
tinued his  encouraging  messages,  but  did  not  cease 
his  words  of  caution,  and,  as  the  wreckage  burned, 
Bucks  perceived  the  Indians  were  riding  in  great 
numbers  up  the  creek.  Too  late  he  reaUzed  what 
it  meant.  They  were  looking  for  the  ford  and 
were  about  to  cross  to  his  side. 
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He  lost  no  time  in  sending  a  final  word  to  the 
despatcher  before  he  started  for  safety,  and  his 
call  was  sounding  when  he  ran  back  to  the  key. 

"Stanley's  train  has  passed  Chimney  Butte," 
said  the  despatcher.    "Soon  be  with  you." 

Words  over  the  wire  never  sounded  better  to  the 
frightened  boy  than  those  words. 

"The  Indians  are  crossing  the  creek,"  Bucks 
answered.    "Am  off  for  the  ranch." 

He  dosed  the  circuit  and  ran  out  on  the  plat- 
form. The  warriors  had  found  the  ford  and  the 
horses  of  the  head  braves  were  already  leading  a 
file  across.  Bucks  threw  one  hurried  look  at  them; 
then,  summoning  his  strength  for  an  endurance 
run,  he  started,  with  the  station  building  between 
him  and  the  enemy,  for  the  ranch. 

He  had  hardly  got  under  way  when,  as  he 
reached  higher  ground,  he  saw  to  his  consterna- 
tion a  party  of  Indians  in  the  bottom  land  be- 
tween him  and  safety. 
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He  was  cut  off.  Hoping  that  he  had  not  been 
seen,  he  threw  himself  flat  on  the  ground  and, 
turning  about,  crawled,  behind  a  slight  ridge  that 
afforded  conceahnent,  stealtWly  back  toward 
the  station.  The  Inians  up  the  creek  had 
crossed,  but  were  riding  away  from  the  station 
and  toward  the  ranch,  evidently  bent  on  attack- 
ing it  next.  The  flames  from  the  burning  train 
rose  high  above  the  creek.  There  seemed  no 
place  to  escape  to  and  Bucks,  creeping  through 
the  sedge  grass,  got  back  to  his  key  and  called 
the  despatcher. 

"Cut  oS  from  the  ranch  by  a  second  party  of 
Indians.  Will  wait  here  for  the  train— where  is  it?  " 
A  moment  passed  before  the  answer  came. 
"Less  than  ten  miles  from  you.    Passed  Drift- 
wood Station  at  ten-forty." 

Bucks  looked  at  his  clock.  Driftwood  was  ten 
miles  west.  The  hands  stood  at  ten-forty-eight. 
Surely,  he  concluded,  they  will  be  here  by  eleven 
o'clock.  Could  he  hold  the  stat^.n  for  twelve 
minutes?  Even  a  show  of  force  he  knew  would 
halt  the  Indians  for  an  inteival. 
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He  hastily  pushed  such  packages  of  freight  as 
lay  in  the  store-room  up  to  the  various  windows, 
as  slight  barricades  behind  which  he  could  hide 
to  shoot,  and  with  much  effort  got  the  largest 
packing-case  against  the  platform  door  so  they 
could  not  rush  him  from  the  creek  side.  For  the 
twentieth  time  he  looked  over  his  revolver,  placed 
a  little  store  of  cartridges  behind  each  shelter,  and 
peered  again  out  of  the  windows.  To  his  horror 
he  perceived  that  the  two  parties  had  joined  and 
were  riding  in  a  great  half-circle  down  on  the 
3tation.  Evidently  the  Indians  were  coming  after 
him  before  they  attacked  the  ranch.  He  reported 
to  the  despatcher,  and  an  answer  came  instantly. 
"Stanley  should  be  within  five  miles.  How  close 
are  they?" 

"Less  than  half  a  mile." 

"Have  you  got  a  gun?" 

Bucks  wired,  "Yes." 

"C  „.'ouuseit?" 

":         t  I'll  have  to." 

"Shoot  the  minute  they  get  within  range. 
Never  mind  whether  you  hit  anybody,  bang  away. 
What  are  they  doing?" 
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Bucks  ran  around  the  room  to  look.  "Closing 
in,"  he  answered  briefly. 

"  Can't  you  see  the  train? " 

Bucks  fixed  his  eyes  upon  the  western  horizon. 
He  never  had  tried  so  hard  in  his  life  to  see  any- 
thing.   Yet  the  sunslune  reflected  no  sign  of  a 

friendly  smoke.  ,   ,   , , 

"Nothing  in  sight,"  he  answered;  "I  can  t  hold 

out  much  longer." 

Hastily  closing  his  key  he  ran  to  the  south  wm- 
dow.   A  dozen  Indians,  beating  the  alder  bushes  as 
they  advanced,  doubtless  suspecting  that  he  lay 
concealed  in  them,  were  now  closest.    He  realized 
that  by  his  very  audacity  in  returning  to  the 
building  he  had  gained  a  few  precious  moments. 
But  the  nearest  Indians  had  already  reached  open 
ground,  two  hundred  yards  away,  and  through 
their  short,  yelping  cries  and  their  halting  on  the 
edge  of  the  brake,  he  understood  they  were  de- 
bating how  he  had  escaped  and  wondering  whether 
he  had  gone  back  into  the  station.    He  lay  behind 
some  sacks  of  flour  watching  his  foes  closely. 
Greatly  to  his  surprise,  his  panic  had  passed  and 
he  felt  coUected.    He  realized  that  he  was  fight- 
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ing  for  his  life  and  meant  to  sell  it  as  dearly  as 
possible.  And  he  had  resolved  to  shoot  the  in- 
stant they  started  toward  him. 

From  the  table  he  heard  the  despatcher's  call, 
but  he  no  longer  dared  answer  it.  The  Indians, 
with  a  war-whoop,  urged  their  ponies  ahead  and 
a  revolver  shot  rang  from  the  station  window. 
It  was  followed  almost  instantly  by  a  second  and 
a  third.  The  Indians  ducked  low  on  their  horses' 
necks  and,  wheeling,  made  for  the  willows.  In 
the  quick  dash  for  cover  one  horse  stumbled  and 
threw  his  rider.  The  animal  bolted  and  the  Ind- 
ian, springing  to  his  feet,  ran  like  a  deer  after  his 
companions,  but  he  did  not  escape  unscathed. 
Two  shots  followed  him  from  the  station,  and  the 
Indian,  falling  with  a  bullet  in  his  thigh,  dragged 
himself  wounded  into  hiding. 

A  chorus  of  cries  from  far  and  near  heralded  the 
opening  of  the  encoimter.  Enraged  by  the  re- 
pulse, a  larger  number  of  Indians  riding  in  opened 
fire  on  the  station  and  Bucks  found  himself  target 
for  a  fusillade  of  bullets.  But  protected  by  his 
barricades  he  was  only  fearful  of  a  charge,  for 
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when  the  Indians  should  start  to  rush  the  station 
he  felt  all  would  be  over. 

While  he  lay  casting  up  his  chances,  and  dis- 
charging his  revolver  at  iiitervals  to  make  a  show- 
ing, the  fire  of  the  Indians  slackened.  This,  Bucks 
felt,  boded  no  good,  and  reckless  of  his  store  of 
cartridges  he  continued  to  blaze  away  whenever 
he  could  see  a  bush  moving. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  he  heard  the  de- 
spatcher  calling  him,  and  a  message  followed.  "  If 
you  are  alive,  answer  me." 

Bucks  ran  to  the  key.  The  situation  was  hope- 
less. No  train  was  in  sight  as  he  pressed  his  fin- 
gers on  the  button  for  the  last  time. 

"  Stopped  their  first  advance  and  wounded  one. 
They  are  going  to  charge " 

He  heard  a  sharp  chorus  outside  and,  feeling 
what  it  meant,  sent  his  last  word:  "Good-by." 
From  three  sides  of  the  open  ground  arc  nd  the 
building  the  Indians  were  riding  down  upon  him. 
Firing  as  fast  as  he  could  with  any  accuracy,  he 
darted  from  window  to  window,  reaching  the  west 
window  last.  As  he  looked  out  he  saw  up  the 
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valley  the  smoke  of  ihe  approaching  train  and 
undersLoot!  from  the  fury  of  his  enemies  that  they, 
too,  had  scon  it.  But  the  sight  of  the  train  now 
completely  unnerved  him.  To  lose  his  life  with 
help  a  few  moments  away  was  an  added  bitter- 
ness, and  he  saw  that  the  relief  train  would  be  too 
late  to  save  him. 

He  fired  the  last  cartridge  in  his  hot  revolver 
at  the  circling  braves  and,  as  he  reloaded,  the  Ind- 
ians ran  up  on  the  platform  and  threw  themselves 
against  the  door.  Fiendish  faces  peered  through 
the  window-panes  and  one  Indian  smashed  a  sash 
in  with  a  war  club. 

Bucks  realized  that  his  reloading  was  useless. 
The  cartridges  were,  in  fact,  slipping  through  his 
fingers,  when,  dropping  his  revolver,  he  drew  Bob 
Scott's  knife  and  backed  up  against  the  inner 
office  door,  just  as  a  warrior  brandishing  a  hatchet 
sprang  at  him. 
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Before  Bucks  had  time  to  think,  a  second  Ind- 
ian had  sprung  through  the  open  window.  A  feel- 
ing of  helpless  rage  swept  over  him  at  being  cor- 
nered, defenceless;  and,  expecting  every  instant  to 
be  despatched  with  no  more  consideratiun  than  if 
he  had  been  a  rat,  he  stood  at  bay,  determined  not 
to  be  taken  alive. 

For  an  instant  his  mind  worked  clearly  and  with 
the  rapidity  of  lightning.  His  hfe  swept  before 
him  as  if  he  were  a  drowning  man.  In  that  hor- 
rible moment  he  even  heard  his  call  clicking  from 
the  despatcher.  Of  the  two  Indians  confronting 
him,  half-naked  and  shining  vnth  war  paint,  one 
appeared  more  ferocious  than  the  other,  and 
Bucks  only  wondered  which  would  attack  first. 

He  had  not  long  to  wait.    The  first  brave  raised 

a  war  club  to  brain  him.    As  Bucks's  straining  eye 

followed  the  movement,  the  second  Indian  struck 

the  club  down.    Bucks  understood  nothing  from 

1 54 


The  Mountain  Divide 

the  action.  The  quick,  guttural  words  that  fol- 
lowed, the  sharp  dispute,  the  struggle  of  the  first 
savage  to  evade  the  second  and  brain  the  white 
boy  in  spite  of  his  antagonist — a  lithe,  active  Ind- 
ian of  great  strength  who  held  the  enraged  war- 
rior back — all  of  this,  Bucks,  bewildered,  could 
understand  nothing  of.  The  utmost  he  could  sur- 
mise was  that  the  second  warrior,  from  his  dress 
and  manner  of  authority  perhaps  a  chief,  meant 
to  take  him  alive  for  torture.  He  watched  the 
contest  between  the  two  Indians  until  with  force 
and  threats  the  chief  had  driven  the  warrior  out- 
side and  turned  again  upon  him. 

It  was  then  that  Bucks,  desperate,  hurled  him- 
self knife  in  hand  at  the  chief  to  engage  him  in 
final  combat.  The  Indian,  though  surprised,  met 
his  onset  skilfully  and  before  Bucks  could  realize 
what  had  occurred  he  had  been  disarmed  and 
tossed  like  a  child  half-way  across  the  room. 

Before  he  could  move,  the  chief  was  standing 
over  him.  "  Stop ! "  he  exclaimed,  catching  Bucks's 
arm  in  a  grip  of  steel  as  the  latter  tried  to  drag 
down  his  antagonist.     "I  am  Iron  Hand.    Doei  a 
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boy  fight  me?"  he  demanded  with  contempt  in 
every  word.  "See  your  knife."  He  pointed  to 
the  floor.  "When  I  was  wounded  by  the 
Cheyennes  you  gave  me  venison.  You  have  for- 
gotten; but  the  Sioux  is  not  like  the  white  man 
— Iron  Hand  does  not  forget." 

A  fusillade  of  shots  and  a  babel  of  yelling  from 
outside  interrupted  his  words.  The  chief  paid  no 
attention  to  the  uproar.  "Your  soldiers  are  here. 
The  building  is  on  fire,  but  you  are  safe.  I  am 
Iron  Hand." 

So  saying,  and  before  Bucks  could  find  his 
tongue,  the  chief  strode  to  the  rear  window,  with 
one  blow  of  his  arm  smashed  out  the  whole  sash, 
and  springing  Ughtly  through  the  crashing  glass, 
disappeared. 

Bucks,  panting  with  confusion,  sprang  to  his 
feet.  Smoke  already  poured  in  from  the  freight 
room,  and  the  crackling  of  flames  and  the  sounds 
of  the  fighting  outside  reminded  Bucks  of  Iron 
Hand's  words.    He  ran  to  the  door. 

The  t'ain  had  pulled  up  within  a  hundred  feet 
of  the  stilion  and  the  railroad  men  in  the  coaches 
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were  pouring  a  fire  upon  the  Indians,  under  the 
cover  of  which  scouts  were  unloading,  down  a  has- 
tily improvised  chute,  their  horses,  together  with 
those  of  such  troopers  as  had  been  gathered  hur- 
riedly. 

Bucks  ran  back  into  the  office  and  opening  his 
wooden  chest  threw  into  it  what  he  could  of  his 
effects  and  tried  to  drag  it  from  the  burning 
building  out  upon  the  platform.  As  he  struggled 
with  the  unwieldy  box,  two  men  ran  up  from 
the  train  toward  him,  staring  at  him  as  if  he 
had  been  a  ghost.  He  recognized  Stanley  and 
Dancing. 

"Are  you  hurt?"  cried  Stanley  hastening  to  his 
side. 

"No,"  exclaimed  Bucks,  his  head  still  swim- 
ming, "but  everything  will  be  burned." 

"How  in  the  name  of  God,  boy,  have  you 
escaped?"  demanded  Stanley,  as  he  clenched 
Bucks's  shoulder  in  his  hand.  Dancing  seized 
the  cumbersome  chest  and  dragged  it  out  of 
danger.  The  Indians,  jeering,  as  they  retreated, 
at  the  railroad  men,  made  no  attempt  to  continue 
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the  attack,  but  rode  away  content  with  the  de- 
struction of  the  train  and  the  station. 

Stanley,  assured  of  Bucks's  safety,  though  he 
wasted  no  time  in  waiting  for  an  explanation  of 
it,  directed  the  men  to  save  what  they  could  cut 
of  the  station— it  was  too  late  to  save  the  build- 
ing—and hurried  away  to  see  to  the  unloading  of 
the  horses. 

Bill  Dancing  succeeded  in  rescuing  the  tele- 
graph instruments  and  with  Bucks's  help  he  got  the 
wires  rigged  upon  a  cracker-box  outside  where  the 
operator  could  report  the  story  :  o  the  now  des- 
perate despatcher.  The  scouts  and  troopers  were 
already  in  the  saddle  and,  leading  the  way  for  the 
men,  gave  chase  across  the  bottoms  to  the  Indians. 
Bob  Scott,  riding  past  Bucks  reined  up  for  a 
moment.  "Got  pretty  warm  for  you,  Bucks— 
eh?    How  did  you  get  through?  " 

Bucks  jumped   toward   him.    "Bob!"  he  ex- 
claimed, grasping  his  arm.     "  It  was  Iron  Hand." 
"Iron  Hand!"  echoed  Bob,  lifting  his  eyebrows. 
"Brul6s,  then.    It  will  be  a  long  chase.    What  did 
he  say?  " 
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"Why,  wc  talked  pretty  fast,"  stammered 
Bucks.  "  He  spoke  about  the  venison  but  never 
said  a  blamed  word  about  my  fixing  his  arm." 

Bob  laughed  as  he  struck  his  horse  and  galloped 
on  to  pass  the  news  to  Stanley.  A  detail  was 
left  to  clear  the  cotton-woods  across  the  creek 
and  guard  the  railroad  men  against  possible  attack 
while  clearing  the  wreck.  The  body  of  the  un- 
fortunate brakeman  was  brought  across  the  bridge 
and  laid  in  the  baggage  car  and  a  tent  was  pitched 
to  serve  as  a  temporary  station  for  Bucks. 

While  this  was  being  done,  Bob  Scott,  who  had 
ridden  farthest  up  the  creek,  appeared  leading  his 
horse  and  talking  to  a  white  man  who  was  walking 
beside  him.  He  had  found  the  conductor  of  the 
wrecked  train,  Pat  Francis,  who,  young  though 
he  was.  had  escaped  the  Indians  long  enough  to 
reach  a  cave  in  the  creek  bank  and  whose  rifle 
shots  Bucks  had  heard,  while  Francis  was  hold- 
ing the  Sioux  at  bay  during  the  fight.  The  plucky 
conductor,  who  was  covered  vvith  dust,  was 
greeted  with  acclamations. 

"He  claims,"  volunteered  Scott,  speaking  to 
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Stanley,  "he   could   have   stood   them   off   all 
day." 

Francis's  eyes  fell  regretfully  on  the  dead  brake- 
man.  "If  that  boy  had  minded  what  I  said  and 
come  with  me  he  would  have  been  alive  now." 

The  wrecking  train,  with  a  gang  of  men  from 
Medicine  Bend,  arrived  late  in  the  afternoon,  and 
at  supper-time  a  courier  rode  in  from  Stanley's 
scouting  party  with  despatches  for  General  Park. 
Stanley  reported  the  chase  futile.  As  Bob  Scott 
had  predicted,  the  Brulfe  had  burned  the  ranch 
and  craftily  scattered  the  moment  they  reached 
the  sand-hills.  Instead  of  a  single  trail  to  follow, 
Stanley  found  fifty.  Only  his  determmation  to  give 
the  Indians  a  punishment  that  they  would  remem- 
ber held  the  pursuing  party  together,  and  three  days 
afterward  he  fought  a  battle  with  the  wUy  raiders, 
surprised  in  a  canyon  on  the  Frenchman  River, 
which,  though  indecisive,  gave  Iron  Hand's  band 
a  wholesome  respect  for  the  stubborn  engineer. 

The  train  service  under  the  attacks  of  the  Ind- 
ians thus  repeated,  fell  into  serious  demoraliza- 
tion, and  an  armed  guard  of  regular  soldiers  rode  all 
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trains  for  months  after  the  Goose  Creek  attack. 
Bucks  was  given  a  guard  for  his  own  lonely  and 
exposed  position  in  the  person  of  Bob  Scott,  the 
man  of  all  men  the  young  operator  would  have 
wished  for.  And  at  intervals  he  read  from  his 
favorite  novel  to  the  scout,  who  still  questioned 
whether  it  was  a  true  story. 
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CHAPTER  XIII 

With  Bob  Scott  to  lead  an  occi  'inal  hunting 
trip,  Bucks  found  the  time  go  fasi  <•  l  Goose  Creek 
and  no  excitement  came  again  Uiwil  later  in  the 
summer. 

Where  Goose  Creek  breaks  through  the  sand- 
hills the  country  is  flat,  and,  when  swollen  with 
spring  rains,  the  stream  itself  has  the  force  and 
fury  of  a  mountain  river.  Then  summer  comes; 
the  rain  clouds  hang  no  longer  over  the  Black 
Hills,  continuing  sunshine  parches  the  face  of  the 
great  plains,  and  the  rushing  and  turbulent  Goose 
Creek  ignominiously  evaporates — either  ascending 
to  the  skies  in  vapor  or  burrowing  obscurely  under 
the  sprawling  sands  that  lie  within  its  course. 
Only  stagnant  pools  and  feeble  rivulets  running 
in  widely  separated  charmels — hiding  under  osiers 
or  lurking  within  shady  stretches  of  a  friendly 
bank — remain  to  show  where  in  April  the  noisy 
Goose  engulfs  everything  within  reach  of  its  foam- 
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ing  wings.  The  creek  bed  becomes  in  midsum- 
mer a  mere  sandy  ford  that  may  be  crossed  by  a 
child— a  dry  map  that  prints  the  running  feet  of 
snipe  and  plover,  the  creeping  tread  of  the  mink 
and  the  muskrat,  and  the  slouching  trail  of  the 
coyote  and  the  wolf. 

Yet  there  is  treachery  in  th  Goose  even  in  its 
apparent  repose,  and  the  unwary  emigrant  some- 
times comes  to  grief  upon  its  treacherous  bed. 
The  sands  of  the  Goose  have  swallowed  up  more 
than  one  heedless  buffalo,  and  the  Indian  knows 
them  too  well  to  trust  them  at  all. 

When  the  railroad  bridge  was  put  across  the 
creek,  the  difficulties  of  securing  it  were  very  con- 
siderable and  Brodie,  the  chief  engineer,  was  in 
the  end  forced  to  rely  upon  temporary  founda- 
tions. Trainmen  and  engineers  for  months  car- 
ried "slow"  orders  for  Goose  Creek  bridge,  and 
Bucks  grew  weary  with  warnings  from  the  de- 
sj)atchers  to  careless  enginemen  about  crossing  it. 

Among  the  worst  offenders  in  running  his  en- 
gine too  fast  over  Goose  Creek  bridge  was  Dan 
Baggs,  who,  breathing  fire  through  his  bristling 
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red  whiskers  and  flashing  it  from  his  watery  blue 
eyes,  feared  nobody  but  Indians,  and  obeyed  re- 
luctantly everybody  connected  with  the  railroad. 
Moreover,  he  never  hesitated  to  announce  that 
when  "they  didn't  like  the  way  he  ran  his  engine 
they  could  get  somebody  else  to  run  it." 

Baggs's  great  failing  was  that,  while  he  often  ran 
his  train  too  fast,  he  wasted  so  much  time  at  sta- 
tions that  he  was  always  late.  And  it  was  said  of 
him  that  the  only  instance  in  which  he  ever  reached 
the  end  of  his  division  on  time  was  the  day  he  ran 
away  from  Iron  Hand's  band  of  Sioux  aL  Goose 
Creek — on  that  occasion  he  had  made,  without  a 
doubt,  a  record  run. 

But  when,  one  hot  afternoon  in  August,  Baggs 
left  Medicine  Bend  with  a  light  engine  for  Fort 
Park,  where  he  was  to  pick  up  a  train-load  of  ties, 
he  had  no  thought  of  making  further  pioneer  rail- 
road history-.  His  engine  had  been  behaving  so 
well  that  his  usual  charges  of  incficiency  against 
it  had  not  for  a  long  time  been  registered  with  the 
roundhouse  foreman,  and  Dan  Baggs,  dreaming  in 
the  heat  and  sunshine  of  nothing  worse  than  los- 
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ing  his  scalp  to  the  Indians  or  winning  a  fortune 
at  cards— gambling  was  another  of  his  failings- 
was  pounding  lightly  along  over  the  rails  when 
he  reached,  without  heeding  it,  Goose  Creek 
bridge. 

There  were  those  who  averred  that  after  his 
experience  with  Iron  Hand  he  always  ran  faster 
across  the  forbidden  bridge  than  anywhere  else. 
On  this  occasion  Baggs  bowled  merrily  along  the 
trestle  and  was  getting  toward  the  middle  of  the 
river  when  the  pony  trucks  jumped  the  rail  and 
the  drivers  dropped  on  the  ties.  Dan  Baggs  yelled 
to  his  fireman. 

It  was  unnecessary.  Delaroo,  the  fireman,  a 
quiet  but  prudent  fellow,  was  already  standing  in 
the  gangway  prepared  for  an  emergency.  He 
sprang,  not  a  minute  too  soon,  from  the  engine 
and  lighted  in  the  sand.  But  Dan  Baggs's  fixed 
habit  of  being  behind  time  chained  him  to  his 
seat  an  instant  too  long.  The  bulky  engine,  with 
its  tremendous  impetus,  shot  from  the  trestle  and 
plunged  like  a  leviathan  clear  of  the  bridge  and 
down  into  the  wet  sand  of  the  creek-bed. 
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The  Mountain  Divide 

The  fireman  scrambled  to  his  feet  and  ran  for- 
ward, expecting  to  find  his  engineman  hurt  or 
killed.  What  was  his  surprise  to  behold  Baggs, 
uninjured,  on  his  feet  and  releasing  the  safety- 
valve  of  his  fallen  locomotive  to  prevent  an  ex- 
plosion. The  engine  lay  on  its  side.  The  crash 
of  the  breaking  timbers,  followed  by  a  deafening 
blast  of  escaping  steam,  startled  Bucks  and,  with 
Bob  Scott,  he  ran  out  of  the  station.  As  he  saw 
the  spectacle  in  the  river,  he  caught  his  breath. 
He  lived  to  see  other  wrecks — some  appalling 
ones — ^but  this  was  his  first,  and  the  shock  of  see- 
ing Dan  Baggs's  engine  lying  prone  in  the  river, 
trumpeting  forth  a  cloud  of  steam,  instead  of 
thundering  across  the  bridge  as  he  normally  saw 
it  every  day,  was  an  extraordinary  one. 

Filled  with  alarm,  he  ran  toward  the  bridge 
expecting  that  the  worst  had  happened  to  the 
engineman  and  fireman.  But  his  amazement 
grew  rather  than  lessened  when  he  saw  Delaroo 
and  Baggs  running  for  their  lives  toward  him. 
He  awaited  them  uneasily. 

"What's  the  matter?"  demanded  Bucks,  as 
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Baggs,  well  in  the  lead,  came  within  hailing  dis- 
tance. 

"Matter!"  panted  Baggs,  not  slackening  his 
pace.    "Matter!    Look  at  my  engine!    Indians!" 

"Indians,  your  grandmother!"  retorted  Bob 
Scott  mildly.  "There's  not  an  Indian  within 
forty  miles— what's  the  matter  with  you?" 

"They  wrecked  us,  Bob,"  declared  Baggs, 
pointing  to  his  roaring  engine;  "see  for  yourself, 
man.  Them  cotton-woods  are  full  of  Indians 
right  now." 

"Full  of  rabbits!"  snorted  Bob  Scott.  "You 
wrecked  yourself  by  running  too  fast." 

"Delaroo,"  demanded  Dan  Baggs,  pointing 
dramatically  at  his  taciturn  fireman,  who  had 
now  overtaken  him,  "how  fast  was  I  running?" 

Peter  Delaroo,  an  Indian  half-blood  himself,  re- 
turned a  disconcerting  answer.  "As  fast  as  you 
could,  I  reckon."  He  understood  at  once  that 
Baggs  had  raised  a  false  alarm  to  protect  himself 
from  blame  for  the  accident,  and  resented  being 
called  upon  to  support  an  absurd  story. 
Baggs  stood  his  ground.  "  If  you  don't  find  an 
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Indian  has  done  this,"  he  asserted,  addressing 
Bob  Scott  with  indignation,  "you  can  have  my 
pay  check." 

"Yes,"  returned  Bob,  meditatively.  "I  reckon 
an  Indian  did  it,  but  you  are  the  Indian." 

"Come,  stop  your  gabble,  you  boys!  "  blustered 
the  doughty  engineman,  speaking  to  everybody 
and  with  a  show  of  authority.  "Bucks,  notify 
the  despaxher  I'm  in  the  river." 

"Get  back  to  your  engine,  then,"  said  Scott. 
"Don't  ask  Bucks  to  send  in  a  false  report.  And 
afterward,"  suggested  Scott,  "you  and  I,  Dan, 
can  go  over  and  clean  the  Indians  out  of  the 
cotton- woods." 

Baggs  took  umbrage  at  the  suggestion,  and  no 
amount  of  chaffing  from  Scott  disconcerted  him, 
but  after  Bucks  reported  the  catastrophe  to  Medi- 
cine Bend  the  wires  grew  warm.  Baxter  was  very 
angry.  A  crew  was  got  together  at  Medicine 
Bend,  and  a  wrecking-train  made  up  with  a 
gang  of  bridge  and  track  men  and  despatched  to 
the  scene  of  the  disaster.  The  operating  depart- 
ment was  so  ill  equipped  to  cope  with  any  kind 
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of  a  wreck   that  it  was  after  midnight  before 
the  train  got  under  way. 

The  sun  had  hardly  risen  next  morning,  when 
Bob  Scott,  without  any  words  of  explanation,  ran 
into  Bucks's  room,  woke  him  hurriedly,  and,  bid- 
ding him  dress  quickly,  ran  out.  It  took  only  a 
minute  for  Bucks  to  spring  from  his  cot  and  get 
into  his  clothes  and  he  hastened  out  of  doors  to 
learn  what  the  excitement  was  about.  Scott  was 
walking  fast  down  toward  the  bridge.  Bucks 
joined  him. 

"What  is  it.  Bob?"  he  asked  hastily.  "Ind- 
ians?" 

"Indians?"  echoed  Bob  scornfully.    "I  gr 
not  this  time.    I've  heard  of  Indians  steahug 
pretty  nearly  everything  on  earth — but  not  this. 
No  Indian  in  this  country,  not  even  Turkey  Leg, 
ever  stole  a  locomotive." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"I  mean  Dan  Baggs's  engine  is  gone." 

Bucks's   face  turned  blank  with  amazement. 
"  Gone?  "  he  echoed  incredulously.    He  looked  at 
Scott  with  reproach.    "You  are  joking  me." 
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"See  if  you  can  find  it,"  returned  Scott  tersely. 

As  they  hastened  on,  Bucks  looked  to  the  spot 
where  the  engine  had  lain  the  night  before.  It 
was  no  longer  there. 

He  was  too  stunned  to  ask  further  questions. 
The  two  strode  along  the  ties  in  silence.  Eagerly 
Bucks  ran  to  the  creek  bank  and  scanned  more 
closely  the  sandy  bed.  It  was  there  that  the 
wrecked  engine  and  tender  had  lain  the  night  be- 
fore. The  sand  showed  no  disturbance  whatever. 
It  was  as  smooth  as  a  table.  But  nothing  was  to 
be  seen  of  the  engine  or  tender.  These  had  dis- 
appeared as  completely  as  if  an  Aladdin's  slave,  at 
his  master's  bidding,  had  picked  them  from  their 
resting  place  and  set  them  on  top  of  some  distant 
sand-hill. 

"Bob,"  demanded  Bucks,  breathless,  "what 
does  it  mean?" 

"It  means  the  company  is  out  one  brand-new 
locomotive." 

"But  what  has  happened?"  asked  Bucks,  rub- 
bing his  eyes  to  make  sure  he  was  not  dreaming. 
"Where  is  the  engine?" 
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Scott  pointed  to  the  spot  where  the  engine  had 
lain.    "It  is  in  that  t, aicksand,"  said  he. 

The  engine,  during  the  night,  had,  in  fact,  sunk 
completely  into  the  sand.  No  trace  was  left  of 
it  or  of  its  tender.  Not  a  wheel  or  cah  corner 
remained  to  explain;  all  had  mysteriously  and 
completely  disappeared. 

"Great  Heavens,  Bob!"  exclaimed  Bucks. 
"How  will  they  ever  get  it  out?" 

"The  only  way  they'll  ever  get  it  out,  I  reckon, 
is  by  keeping  Dan  Baggs  digging  there  till  he  digs 
it  out." 

"Dan  Baggs  never  could  dig  that  out— how 
long  would  it  take  him?" 

"About  a  hundred  and  seventy-five  years." 

As  Scott  spoke,  the  two  heard  footsteps  be- 
hind them.  Baggs  and  Delaroo,  who  had  slept 
at  the  section-house,  were  coming  down  the  track. 
"Baggs,"  said  Scott  ironically,  as  the  sleepy- 
looking  engineman  approached,  "you  were  right 
about  the  Indians  being  in  the  cotton-woods  last 
night." 

"I  knew  I  was  right,"  exclaimed  Baggs,  nod- 
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ding  rapidly  and  brusquely.  "Next  time  you'll 
take  a  railroad  man's  word,  I  guess.  Where  are 
they?"  he  added,  looking  apprehensively  around. 
"What  have  they  done?" 

"They  have  stolen  your  engine,"  answered  Scott 
calmly.  He  pointed  to  the  river  bed.  Baggs 
stared;  then  nmning  along  the  bank  he  looked 
up-stri    >■        .  down  and  came  back  sputtering. 

"Why — what — how — what  in  time!  Where's 
the  engine?" 

"Indians,"  remarked  Scott  sententiously,  look- 
ing wisely  down  upon  the  sphinx-like  quicksand. 
"Indians,  Dan.  They  must  have  loaded  the  en- 
gine on  their  ponies  during  the  night — did  you 
hear  anything?"  he  demanded,  turning  to  Bucks. 
Bucks  shook  his  head.  "I  thought  I  did,"  con- 
tinued Scott.  "Thought  I  heard  something— 
what's  that?" 

Baggs  jumped.  All  were  ready  to  be  startled 
at  anything — for  even  Scott,  in  spite  of  his  irony, 
had  been  as  much  astounded  as  any  one  at  the 
first  sight  of  the  empty  bed  of  sand.  It  was 
enough  to  make  any  one  feel  queerish.  The  noise 
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they  heard  was  the  distant  rumble  of  the  wreck- 
ing-train. 

In  the  east  the  sun  was  bursting  over  the  sand- 
hills into  a  clear  sky.  Bucks  ran  to  the  station  to 
report  the  train  and  the  disappearance  of  the  en- 
gine. When  he  had  done  this  he  ran  back  to  the 
bridge.  The  wrecking-train  had  pulled  up  near 
at  hand  and  the  greater  part  of  the  men,  con- 
t,.-egated  in  curious  groups  on  the  bridge,  were 
I  talking  excitedly  and  watching  several  men  down 

on  the  sand,  who  with  spades  were  digging  vigor- 
ously about  the  spot  which  Baggs  and  Delaroo 
indicated  as  the  place  where  the  engine  had  fallen. 
Others  from  time  to  time  joined  them,  as  they 
scraped  out  wells  and  trenches  in  the  moist  sand. 
These  filled  with  water  almost  as  rapidly  as  they 
were  opened. 

Urged  by  their  foreman,  a  dozen  additional  men 
joined  the  toilers.  They  dug  ii.  lines  and  in  circles, 
singly  and  in  squads,  broadening  their  field  of 
prospecting  as  the  laugh '^^er  and  jeers  of  their  com- 
panions watching  from  the  bridge  spurred  them  to 
further  toil.  But  not  the  most  diligent  of  their 
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efforts  brought  to  light  a  single  trace  of  tlie  miss- 
ing engine. 

Tho  wrecking  crew  was  mystified.  Many  re- 
fused to  believe  the  engine  had  ever  fallen  off  the 
bridge.  But  there  was  the  broken  track!  They 
could  not  escape  the  evidence  of  their  eyes,  even 
if  they  did  scoff  at  the  united  testimony  of  the 
two  men  that  had  been  on  the  engine  when  it 
leaped  from  the  bridge  and  the  two  that  had  after- 
ward seen  it  lying  in  the  sand. 

The  track  and  bridge  men  without  more  ado 
set  t  J  work  to  repair  the  damage  done  the  track 
and  bridge.  A  volley  of  messages  came  from 
head-quarters.  At  noon  a  special  car,  with  Colo- 
nel StaiJey  and  the  division  heads  arrived  to 
investigate. 

The  digging  was  planned  and  directed  on  a 
larger  scale  and  resumed  with  renewed  vigor. 
Sheet  piling  was  attempted.  Every  expedient  was 
resorted  to  that  Stanley's  scientific  training  could 
suggest  to  bring  to  light  the  buried  treasure—for 
an  engine  in  those  days,  and  so  far  from  locomo- 
tive works,  was  very  literally  a  treasure  to  the 
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railroad  company.  Stanley  himself  was  greatly 
upset.  He  paced  the  ties  above  wl.erc  the  men 
were  digging,  directing  and  encouraging  them  dog- 
gedly, but  very  red  in  the  face  and  contemplating 
the  situation  with  increasing  vexation.  He  stuck 
persistently  to  the  work  till  darkness  set  in.  Mean- 
time, the  track  had  been  opened  and  the  wrecking- 
train  crossed  the  bridge  and  took  the  passing  track. 
The  moon  rose  full  over  the  broad  valley  and  the 
silent  plains.  Men  still  moved  with  lanterns  un- 
der the  bridge.  Bucks,  after  a  hard  day's  work 
at  the  key,  was  invitci  or  supper  to  Stanley's 
car,  where  the  foremen  had  assembled  to  lay  new 
plans  for  the  morrow.  But  Bob  Scott,  when  Bucks 
told  him,  shook  his  head. 

"They  are  wasting  their  work,"  he  murmured. 
"The  company  is  'out.'  That  engine  is  half-way 
to  China  by  this  time." 

It  might,  at  least,  as  well  have  been,  as  fn ;  as 
the  railroad  company  was  concerned.  The  digging 
and  sounding  and  scrapmg  prove,  equally  useless. 
The  men  dug  down  almost  as  deep  as  the  piling 
that  supported  the  bridge  itself— it  was  in  vain. 
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In  the  morning  the  sun  smiled  at  their  efTorts  and 
again  at  night  the  moon  rose  mysteriously  upon 
them,  and  in  the  distant  sand-hills  a  thousand  coy- 
otes yelped  a  requiem  for  the  lost  locomotive. 
But  no  human  eye  ever  saw  so  much  as  a  bolt  of 
the  great  machine  again. 


1^ 
Mi- 
lt ' 


176 


CHAPTER  XIV 


The  loss  of  the  engine  at  Goose  Creek  bm  ^ht 
an  unexpected  relief  to  Bucks.  His  gocd  work  in 
the  emergency  earned  for  him  a  promotion.  He 
was  ordered  to  report  to  Medicin(,  Jend  for  as- 
signment, and  within  a  week  a  new  man  appeared 
at  Goose  Creek  to  relieve  him. 

There  was  little  checking  up  to  do.  Less  th-  i 
thirty  minutes  gave  Bucks  time  to  answer  al'  f 
his  successor's  questions  and  pack  his  trunk.  He 
might  have  slept  till  momino"  and  taken  a  passen- 
ger train  to  Medicine  Bend,  but  the  prospect  of 
gettmg  away  from  Goose  Creek  at  once  was  too 
tempting  to  dismiss.  A  freight  train  of  bridge 
timbers  pulled  across  the  bridge  just  as  Bucks  was 
ready  to  start.  Pat  Francis,  the  doughty  con- 
ductor, who,  single-handed,  had  held  Iron  Hand's 
braves  at  bay,  was  in  charge  of  the  train.  He  of- 
fered Bucks  a  bench  and  blanket  in  the  caboose 
for  the  night,  and  promised  to  have  him  in  Medi- 
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cine  Bend  in  the  morning;  Bucks,  nothing  loath, 
accepted.  His  trunk  was  slung  aboard  and  the 
train  pulled  out  for  Medicine  Bend. 

The  night  proved  unseasonably  cold.  Francis 
built  a  blazing  fire  in  the  caboose  stove  and  after- 
ward shared  his  hearty  supper  with  his  guest. 
As  the  train  thundered  and  rumbled  slowly  over 
the  rough  track,  the  conductor,  while  Bucks 
stretched  out  on  the  cushions,  entertained  him 
with  stories  of  his  experiences  on  the  railroad 
frontier— not  suspecting  that  before  morning  he 
should  furnish  for  his  listener  one  of  the  strangest 
of  them. 

Bucks  curled  up  in  his  blanket  late,  but,  in  spite 
of  unaccustomed  surroundings  and  the  pitch  and 
lurch  of  the  caboose,  which  was  hardly  less  than 
the  tossing  of  a  ship  in  a  gale,  Bucks  dozed  while 
his  companion  and  the  brakeman  watched.  The 
latter,  a  large,  heavy  fellow,  was  a  busy  man,  as 
the  calls  for  brakes— and  only  hand-brakes  were 
then  known— were  continual.  There  were  no  other 
passengers,  and  except  for  the  frequent  blasts  of 
the  engine-whistle  the  night  passed  quietly  enough. 
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Bucks  dreamed  of  fighting  bears  with  Scuffy, 
and  found  himself  repeatedly  rolling  down  pre- 
cipitous mountains  without  landing  successfully 
anywhere.  Then  he  quieted  into  a  heavy,  un- 
broken sleep  and  found  himself  among  the  hills 
of  Alleghany,  hunting  rabbits  that  were  constantly 
changing  into  antelope  and  escaping  him.  Fa- 
tigued with  his  unceasing  efforts,  he  woke. 

A  gray  light,  half  dusk,  revealed  the  outlines  of 
the  cab  interior,  as  he  opened  his  eyes,  and  a  thun- 
dering, rumbling  sound  that  rang  in  his  ears  and 
seemed  everywhere  about  him  cleared  his  mind 
and  brought  him  back  to  his  situation. 

It  was  cold,  and  he  looked  at  the  stove.  The 
fire  was  out.  On  the  opposite  side  of  the  cab  the 
brakeman  lay  on  the  cushions  fast  asleep.  Out- 
side, the  thundering  noises  came  continuously  from 
everywhere  at  once.  It  did  not  occur  to  Bucks 
that  the  caboose  was  standing  still.  It  trembled 
and  vibrated  more  or  less,  but  he  noticed  there 
was  no  longer  any  lurching  and  thought  they  had 
reached  remarkably  smooth  track.  They  were 
certainly  not  standing  still,  he  assured  himself,  as 
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he  rubbed  his  eyes  to  wake  up.  But  perhaps  they 
might  be  in  the  yards  at  Medicine  Bend,  with 
other  trains  rolling  past  them. 

Somewhat  confused  he  raised  the  curtain  of  the 
window  near  him.  The  sky  was  overcast  and  day 
was  breaking.  He  rose  higher  on  his  elbow  to 
look  more  carefully.  Everywhere  that  his  eye 
could  reach  toward  the  horizon  the  earth  seemed 
in  motion,  rising  and  falUng  in  great  waves.  Was 
it  an  earthquake?  He  rubbed  his  eyes.  It  seemed 
as  if  everywhere  thousands  of  heads  were  tossing, 
and  from  this  continual  tossing  and  trampling 
came  the  thunder  and  vibration.  Moreover,  the 
caboose  was  not  moving;  of  this  he  felt  sure. 
Amazed,  and  only  half-awake,  he  concluded  that 
the  train  must  have  left  the  track  and  dropped 
into  a  river.  The  uncertainty  of  his  vision  was 
due,  he  now  saw,  to  a  storm  that  had  swept  the 
plains.  It  was  blowing,  with  a  little  snow,  and  in 
the  midst  of  the  snow  the  mysterious  waves  were 
everywhere  rising  and  faUing. 

Bucks  put  the  curtain  completely  aside.  The 
sound  of  his  feet  striking  the  floor  aroused  the 
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conductor,  who  rose  from  his  cushion  with  a 
start.  "I've  been  asleep,"  he  exclaimed,  rubbing 
his  eyes.  "  Where  are  we,  Bucks?  " 
"That  is  what  I  am  trying  to  figure  out." 
"Where  is  the  brakeman?"  demanded  Francis. 
As  he  asked  the  question  he  saw  the  big  fellow 
asleep  in  the  comer.  Francis  shook  him  roughly. 
"That  comes  of  depending  on  some  one  else,"  he 
muttered  to  Bucks.  "  I  went  to  sleep  on  his  prom- 
ise to  watch  for  an  hour — he  knew  I  had  been  up 
all  last  night  and  told  me  to  take  a  nap.  You 
see  what  happened.  The  moment  I  went  to 
sleep,  he  went  to  sleep,"  exclaimed  Francis  in  dis- 
gust. "Wake  up!"  he  continued  brusquely  to 
the  drowsy  brakeman.  "Where  are  we?  What 
have  we  stopped  for?  What's  all  this  noise?" 
Though  he  asked  the  questions  fast,  he  expected 
no  answer  to  any  of  them  from  the  confused  train- 
man and  waited  for  none.  Instead,  he  threw  up 
a  curtain  and  looked  out.  "Thunder  and  guns! 
BuffaloesJ"  he  cried,  and  seizing  his  lantern  ran 
out  of  the  caboose  door  and  climbed  the  roof- 
ladder.  Bucks  was  fast  upon  his  heels. 
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The  freight  train  stood  upon  a  wide  plain  and 
in  the  midst  of  thousands  of  buffaloes  travelling 
south.  As  far  as  their  eyes  could  reach  in  all 
directions,  the  astonished  railroad  men  beheld  a 
sea  of  moving  buffaloes.  Without  further  delay- 
Francis,  followed  by  Bucks,  started  along  the  run- 
ning boards  for  the  head  end  of  the  train. 

The  conductor  found  his  train  intact;  but  when 
he  reached  the  head  end  he  could  find  neither 
engine,  tender,  nor  crew.  All  had  disappeared. 
Running  down  the  ladder  of  the  head  box-car,  the 
conductor  examined  the  draw-bar  for  evidence  of 
an  accident.  The  coupling  was  apparently  un- 
injured but  the  tender  and  engine  were  gone. 
Francis,  more  upset  than  Bucks  had  ever  seen 
him,  or  ever  afterward  saw  him,  walked  moodily 
back  to  the  caboose.  What  humiliated  him  more 
than  the  strange  predicament  in  which  he  found 
himself  was  that  he  had  trusted  to  a  subordinate 
and  gone  to  sleep  in  his  caboose  while  on  duty. 

"Serves  me  right,"  he  muttered,  knitting  his 
brows.  "Brakeman,"  he  added  sternly,  "take 
your  lantern  and  flags  and  get  out  behind.  The 
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minute  the  buffaloes  get  across  the  track,  go  back 
two  hundred  yards  and  protect  us.  I  will  watch 
the  head  end.  While  these  buffaloes  are  crossing 
they  will  be  protection  enough.  Soon  as  it  is 
daylight  we  will  find  out  where  we  are." 

The  snow  continued  falling  and  the  buffaloes 
drifted  south  with  the  storm,  which  was  squally. 
Every  moment,  as  the  sky  and  landscape  lightened, 
Francis,  whom  Bucks  had  followed  forward,  ex- 
pected to  see  the  last  of  the  moving  herd.  But  an 
hour  passed  and  a  second  hour  without  showing 
any  gaps  in  the  enormous  fields.  \nd  the  brighter 
the  daylight  grew,  the  more  buffaloes  they  could 
see. 

Francis  stormed  at  the  situation,  but  he  could 
do  nothing.  Finally,  and  as  hope  was  deserting 
him,  he  heard  the  distant  tooting  of  an  engine 
whistle.  It  grew  louder  and  louder  until  Bucks 
could  hear  the  ringing  of  a  bell  and  the  hissing 
of  the  open  cylinder  cocks  of  a  slow-moving 
locomotive.  Gaps  could  now  be  disc,  .led  in  the 
great  herds  of  buffaloes,  and  through  the  blow- 
ing snow  the  uncertain  outUnes  of  the  backing 
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engine  could  dimly  be  seen.  Francis  angrily 
watched  the  approaching  engine,  and,  as  soon  as 
it  had  cleared  the  last  of  the  stumbling  buffaloes 
on  the  track,  he  walked  forward  to  meet  it  and 
greeted  the  engineman  roughly. 

"What  do  you  mean  by  setting  my  train  cut 
here  on  the  main  track  in  the  middle  of  the  night?  " 
he  demanded  ferociously,  and  those  that  knew  Pat 
Francis  never  wanted  to  add  to  his  anger  when 
it  was  aroused. 

"Don't  get  excited,"  returned  Dan  Baggs  calmly, 
for  it  was  the  redoubtable  Baggs  who  held  the 
throttle.  "I  found  I  was  getting  short  of  water. 
We  are  just  coming  to  Blackwood  Hill  and  I  knew 
I  could  never  make  Blackwood  Siding  with  tfce 
train.  So  I  uncoupled  and  ran  to  the  Blackwood 
tank  for  water.  We  are  all  right  now.  Couple  us 
up.  If  I  hadn't  got  water,  we  should  have  been 
hung  up  here  till  we  got  another  engine." 

"Even  so,"  retorted  Francis,  "you  needn't  have 
been  all  night  about  it." 

"But  when  we  started  back  there  were  about 
ten  million  bufialoes  on  the  track.    If  I  had  been 
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heading  into  them  with  the  cow-catcher  I  shouldn't 
have  been  afraid.    But  I  had  to  back  Into  them, 
and  if  I  had  crippled  one  it  would  have  upset  the 
tender." 

"Back  i;er  up,"  commanded   Francis  curtly, 
"and  pull  us  out  of  here." 

Meantime  there  was  much  excitement  at  the 
despatchers'  office  in  Medicine  Bend  over  the  lost 
train.    It  had  been  reported  out  of  White  Horse 
Station  on  time,  and  had  not  reported  at  Black- 
wood.   For  hours  the  despatcher  waited  vainly 
for  some  word  from  the  bridge  timbers.    When 
the  train  reported  at  Blackwood  Station,   the 
message  of  Francis  explaining  the  cause  of  the 
tie-up  seemed  like  a  voice  from  the  tombs.     But 
the  strain  was  reUeved  and  the  train  made  fast 
time  from  Blackwood  in.    About  nine  o'clock  in 
the  momins  it  whistled  for  the  Medicine  Bend 
yards  and  a  few  moments  later  Bucks  ran  up- 
stairs in  the  station  building  to  report  for  assign- 
ment. 
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CHAPTER  XV 

He  found  Baxter  needing  a  man  in  the  office,  and 
Bucks  was  asked  to  substitute  until  Collins,  the 
despatcher  who  was  ill,  could  take  his  trick  again. 
This  brought  Bucks  where  he  was  glad  to  be,  di- 
rectly under  Stanley's  eye,  but  it  brought  also 
new  responsibilides,  and  opened  his  mind  to  the 
difficulties  of  operating  a  new  and  already  over- 
taxed line  in  the  far  West,  where  reliable  men  and 
available  equipment  were  constantly  at  a  premium. 

The  problem  of  getting  and  keeping  good  men 
was  the  hardest  that  confronted  the  operating 
department,  and  the  demoralization  of  the  rail- 
ro'.J  men  from  the  life  in  Medicine  Bend  grew 
steadily  worse  as  the  new  town  attracted  addi- 
tional parasites.  When  Bucks,  after  his  return, 
took  his  first  walk  after  supper  up  Front  Street, 
he  was  not  surprised  at  this.  Medicine  Bend  was 
more  than  ten  times  as  noisy,  and  if  it  were  pos- 
sible to  add  any  vice  to  its  viciousness  this,  too,  it 
would  seem,  had  been  done. 
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As  was  his  custom,  he  walked  to  the  extreme 
end  of  Front  Street  and  turning  started  *.ack  for 
the  station,  when  he  encountered  Baxter,  the  chief 
despatcher.    Baxter  saw  Bucks  first  and  spoke. 

"I  thought  you  were  taking  your  sleep  at  this 
time,"  returned  Bucks,  greeting  him. 

"So  I  should  be,"  he  replied,  "but  we  are  in 
trouble.  Dan  Baggs  is  to  take  out  the  passenger 
train  to-  light,  and  no  one  can  find  him.  He  is 
somewhere  up  here  in  one  of  these  dives  and  has 
forgotten  all  about  his  engine.  It  is  enough  to 
set  a  man  crazy  to  have  to  run  trains  with  such 
cattle.  Bucks,  suppose  you  take  one  side  of  the 
street  while  I  take  the  other,  and  help  me  hunt 
him  up." 

"What  shall  we  do?" 

"Look  in  every  door  all  the  way  down-street 
till  we  find  him.  If  we  don't  get  the  fellow  on  his 
engine,  there  will  be  no  train  out  till  midnight. 
Say  nothing  to  anybody  and  answer  no  questions; 
just  find  him." 

Baxter  started  down  the  right-hand  side  of  the 
long  street  and  Bucks  took  the  left-hand  side.    It 
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was  queer  business  for  Bucks,  and  the  sights  that 
met  him  at  every  turn  were  enough  to  startle  one 
stouter  than  he.  He  controlled  his  disgust  and 
ignored  the  questions  sometimes  hurled  at  him  by 
drunken  men  and  women,  intent  only  on  getting 
his  eye  on  the  irresponsible  Baggs. 

Half-way  down  toward  the  square  he  reached  a 
dance  hall.  The  doors  were  spread  wide  open  and 
from  within  came  a  din  of  bad  music,  singing,  and 
noise  of  every  kind. 

Bucks  entered  the  place  with  some  trepidation. 
In  the  rear  of  the  large  room  was  a  raised  plat- 
form extending  the  entire  width  of  it.  At  one  end 
of  the  platform  stood  i.  piano  which  a  man  pounded 
incessantly  and  fiercely.  Other  performers  were 
singing  and  dancing  to  entertain  a  motley  and  dis- 
orderly audience  seated  in  a  still  more  disorderly 
array  before  them. 

At  the  right  of  the  room  a  long  bar  stretched 
from  the  street  back  as  far  as  the  stage,  and  stand- 
ing in  front  of  this,  boisterous  groups  of  men  were 
smoking  and  drinking,  or  wrangling  in  tipsy  fash- 
ion. The  opposite  side  of  the  big  room  was  given 
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over  to  gambling  devices  of  everj*  sort,  and  this 
space  was  filled  with  men  sitting  about  small 
tables  and  others  sitting  and  standing  along  one 
side  of  long  tables,  at  each  of  which  one  man  was 
dealing  cards,  singly,  out  of  a  metal  case  held  in 
his  hand.  Other  mi  ;i  clustered  about  revolving 
wheels  where,  oblivious  of  everythiiig  going  on 
around  them,  they  watched  with  feverish  anxiety 
a  ball  thrown  periodically  into  the  disc  hy  the 
man  operating  the  wheel. 

Bucks  walked  slowly  down  the  roonri  the  full 
length  of  the  bar,  samning  each  group  v)f  men 
as  he  passed.  He  crossed  the  room  behind  the 
chairs  where  the  audience  of  the  singers  and  dan- 
cers sat.  He  noticed,  when  he  reached  this,  the 
difference  in  the  faces  he  was  scrutinizing.  At  the 
gambling  tables  the  men  saw  and  heard  nothing  of 
what  went  on  about  them.  He  walked  patiently 
on  his  quest  from  group  to  group,  unobserved  by 
those  about  him,  but  without  catching  a  sight  of 
the  elusive  engineman.  As  he  reached  the  end 
of  the  gambling-room,  he  hesitated  for  a  moment 
and  had  finished  his  quest  when,  drawn  by  curios- 
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ity,  he  stopped  for  an  instant  to  watch  the  scene 
about  the  roulette  wheels. 

Almost  instantly  he  heard  a  sharp  voice  behind 
him.  "What  are  you  doing  here?" 

Bucks,  surprised,  turned  to  find  himself  con- 
frontet'  by  the  black-bearded  passenger  conductor, 
Davii.  'awk.  Baxter's  admonition  to  say  nothing 
of  what  he  was  doing  confused  Bucks  for  an  in- 
stant, and  he  stammered  some  evasive  answer. 

Hawk,  blunt  and  stern  in  word  and  manner, 
followed  the  evasion  up  sharply:  "  Don't  you  know 
this  is  no  place  for  you?"  and  before  Bucks  could 
answer.  Hawk  had  fixed  him  with  his  piercing  eyes. 
"You  want  to  hang  around  a  gambling -table,  do 
you?  Vou  want  to  watch  how  it  is  done  and  iry 
it  yourself  sometime?  You  want  to  see  how  much 
smarter  you  can  play  the  came  than  these  sheep- 
h'jads  you  arc  watching? 

"Don't  talk  to  me,"  he  exclaimed  sternly  as 
Bucks  tried  to  explain.  "I've  seen  boys  in  these 
places  before.  I  know  where  they  end.  If  I 
ever  catch  you  in  a  gambling-den  again  I'll  throw 
you  neck  and  heels  into  the  river." 
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The  words  fell  upon  Bucks  like  a  cloud-burst. 
Before  he  could  return  a  word  or  catch  his  breath 
Hawk  strode  away. 

As  Bucks  stood  collecting  his  wits,  Baggs,  the 
man  for  whom  he  was  looking,  passed  directly 
before  his  eyes.  Bucks  sprang  forward,  caught 
Baggs  by  the  arm,  and  led  him  toward  the  door, 
as  he  gave  him  Baxter's  message.  Baggs,  listen- 
ing somewhat  sheepishly,  made  no  objection  to 
going  down  to  take  his  train  and  walked  through 
the  front  door  with  Bucks  ou*  into  the  street. 

As  they  did  this,  a  red-faced  man  who  was 
standing  on  the  doorstep  seized  Bucks's  sleeve 
and  a**empted  to  jerk  him  across  the  sidewalk. 
Bui  .  ;hook  himself  free  and  turned  on  his  assail- 
ant. .  3  needed  no  introduction  to  the  hard 
cheeks,  one  of  which  was  split  by  a  deep  scar. 
It  was  Perry,  Rebstock's  crony,  whom  Stanley  had 
driven  out  of  Sellersville  on  the  Spider  Water. 

"What  are  you  doing  around  here  interfer- 
ing with  my  buf'-xess?"  he  demanded  of  Bucks 
harshly.    "  I've  watched  you  spying  around.    The 
,  next  time  I  catch  you  trying  to  pull  a  customer 
out  of  my  place,  I'll  knock  your  head  off." 
191 


It!  Pi 


uu 


The  Mountain  Divide 

Bucks  eyed  the  bully  with  gathering  wrath. 
He  was  already  upset  mentally,  and  taken  so 
suddenly  and  unawares  lost  his  temper  and  his 
caution.  "If  you  do,  it  will  be  the  last  head 
you  knock  off  in  Mediciue  Bend,"  he  retorted. 
"When  I  find  trainmen  in  your  joint  that  are 
needed  on  their  runs,  I'll  pull  them  out  every 
time.  The  safest  thing  you  can  do  is  to  keep 
quiet.  If  the  raih-oad  men  ever  ge:  started  after 
you,  you  red-faced  bully,  they'll  run  you  and  your 
whole  tribe  into  the  river  again." 

It  was  a  foolish  defiance  and  might  have  cost 
him  his  life,  though  Bucks  knew  he  wa=  well  within 
the  truth  in  what  he  said.  Among  the  railroad 
mei.  the  feeling  against  the  gamblers  was  con- 
stantly growing  in  bitterness.  Perry  instantly  at- 
tempted to  draw  a  revolver,  when  a  man  who  had 
been  watching  the  scene  unobserved  stepped  close 
enough  between  him  and  Bucks  to  catch  Perry's 
eye.  It  was  Dave  Hawk  again.  What  he  had  just 
heard  had  explained  things  to  him  and  he  stood 
now  grimly  laughing  at  the  enraged  gambler. 

"  Good  for  the  boy,"  he  exclaimed.    "  Want  to 
get  strung  up,  do  you.  Perry?    Fire  that  gun  just 
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once  and  the  vigilantes  will  have  a  rope  around 
your  neck  in  five  minutes." 

Perry,  though  furious,  realized  the  truth  of 
what  Hawk  said.    He  poured  a  torrent  of  abuse 
upon  Bucks,  but  made  no  further  effort  to  use  his 
gun.    The  dreaded  word  "vigilantes"  had  struck 
terror  to  the  heart  of  a  man  who  had  once  been 
in  their  hands  and  escaped  only  by  an  accident. 
"You  know  what  he  said  is  so,  don't  you?" 
laughed  Hawk  savagely.    "What?    You  don't?" 
he  demanded,  as  Perry  tried  to  face  him  down. 
"You'll  be  lucky,  when  that  time  comes,  if  you 
don't  get  your  heels  tangled  up  with  a  telegraph 
pole  before  you  reach  the  river,"  concluded  Hawk 
tauntingly. 

"Let  hinj  keep  away  from  me  if  he  doesn't  want 
trouble,"  snarled  the  discomfited  gambler,  eying 
Bucks  threateningly.  But  he  was  plainly  out- 
faced, and  retreated,  grumbling,  toward  the  dance- 
hall  steps. 

Dan  Baggs,  at  the  first  sign  of  hostilities,  had 
fled.     Bucks,  afraid  of  losing  him,  now  followed, 
leaving  Hawk  still  abusing  the  gambler,  but  when 
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he  overtook  the  engineman  he  found  he  was  going, 
as  he  had  promised,  straight  to  the  roundhouse. 

It  was  almost  time  for  the  night  trick.  Bucks 
hastened  upstairs  to  the  despatchers'  ofSce  and  re- 
ported to  Baxter,  who  had  returned  ahead  of  him 
and  was  elated  at  Bucks's  success.  Before  the 
young  substitute  took  up  his  train-slioet,  he  told 
the  chief  despatcher  of  how  strangely  the  con- 
ductor, Dave  Hawk,  had  talked  to  him. 

"He  has  a  reason  for  it,"  responded  Baxter 

briefly. 
"What  reason?" 

"There  is  as  good  a  railroad  man  as  ever  lived," 
said  Baxter,  referring  to  the  black-bearded  con- 
ductor. "He  is  the  master  ot  us  all  in  the  hand- 
ling of  trakis.  He  could  be  anything  anybody  is 
on  this  line  to-day  that  he  might  want  to  be  but 
for  one  thing.  If  he  hadn't  ruined  his  own  life, 
Dave  Hawk  could  be  superintendent  here.  He 
knows  whereof  he  speaks,  Bucks." 
"What  do  you  mean?" 

"I  mean  he  is  a  gambler.    Did  you  hear  the 
shooting  after  I  left  you?" 
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"No,  what  was  it?" 

"It  must  have  been  while  you  were  in  Perry's. 
Not  five  minutes  after  we  parted,  a  saloon-keeper 
shot  a  woman  down  right  in  front  of  me;  I  was 
standing  less  than  ten  feet  from  her  when  she  fell," 
said  the  despatcher,  recounting  the  incident.  "  But 
I  was  too  late  to  rrotect  her;  and  I  should  prob- 
ably have  been  shot  myself  if  I  had  tried  to." 

"Was  the  brute  arrested?" 

"Arrested!   Who  arrests  anybody  in  this  town?  " 

"How  long  is  this  sort  of  thing  going  on?  "  asked 
Bucks,  sitting  down  and  signing  a  transfer. 

"How  long!"  echoed  the  despatcher,  taking  up 
his  hat  to  go  to  his  room.  "I  don't  know  how 
long.  But  when  their  time  comes— God  help  that 
crowd  up  Front  Street!" 
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CHAPTER  XVI 

Following  Collins's  return  to  duty,  Bucks  was 
assigned  to  a  new  western  station,  Point  of  Rocks. 
It  was  in  the  mountains  and  where  Casement,  now 
laying  five  and  even  six  miles  of  track  a  day,  had 
just  turned  over  a  hundred  and  eighty  miles  to 
the  operating  department.  Bucks,  the  first  oper- 
ator ever  sent  to  the  lonely  place  afterward  fa- 
mous in  railroad  story,  put  his  trunk  aboard  a 
freight  train  the  next  morning  and  started  for  his 
destination. 

The  ride  through  the  mountains  was  an  inspira- 
tion. A  party  of  army  officers  and  their  wives, 
preferring  to  take  the  day  run  for  the  scenery, 
were  bound  for  one  of  the  mountain  posts,  Fort 
Bridger,  and  they  helped  to  make  the  long  day 
journey  m  the  cabin  car,  with  its  frequent  stops 
and  its  laborious  engine-puffing  over  the  moun- 
tain grades,  a  pleasant  one.  The  women  made 
coffee  on  a  cabin  stove  and  Bucks,  the  only  other 
passenger,  was  invited  to  lunch  with  them. 
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When  the  train  stopped  at  Point  of  Rocks  and 
Bucks  got  off,  the  sun  was  setting,  and  though  the 
thin,  clear  air  brought  the  distant  mountains  very 
close,  the  prospect  was  not  a  cheerful  one.  In 
every  direction  mountain  ranges,  some  brown  and 
others  snow-capped,  rose  upon  the  horizon.  Where 
the  railroad  line  made  a  tortuous  way  among  the 
barren  buttes  that  dotted  the  uneven  plain  all 
about,  there  was  not  a  spear  of  grass  nor  a  living 
thing  except  the  stunted  sage-brush  of  the  alkali 
plain.  In  the  midst  of  this  desert  a  great  upheaval 
of  granite  rock  thrown  squarely  across  the  direct 
path  of  the  railroad  opposed  its  straight  course 
and  made  a  long  reverse  curve  necessary.  This 
was  Point  of  Rocks. 

"You,"  said  Stanley  once  to  Bucks,  "may 
live  to  see  this  railroad  built  across  these  moun- 
tains as  it  should  be  built.  There  will  be  no 
sharp  curves  then,  no  heavy  grades  such  as 
these  our  little  engines  have  to  climb  now.  Greet 
compound  locomotives  will  pull  trains  of  a  hun- 
dred cars  up  grades  of  less  than  one  per  cent  and 
around  two  and  three  degree  curves.  These  high 
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wooden  bridges  will  all  be  replaced  by  big  rock 
and  earth  fills.    Tunnels  will  pierce  the  heights 
that  cannot  be  scaled  by  easy  grades,  and  electric 
power  supplied  by  these  mountain  streams  theni- 
selves  will  take  the  place  of  steam  made  by  coal 
and  hauled  hundreds  of  miles  to  give  us  costly 
motive  power.    You  may  live,  Bucks,  to  see  all  of 
this;  I  shaU  not.    When  it  comes,  think  of  me." 
But  there  was  no  thought  now  in  Bucks's  mind 
of  what  the  future  might  bring  to  that  forbidding 
desert.    He  saw  only  a  rude  station  building,  just 
put  up,  and  as  the  train  disappeared,  he  dragged 
into  this  his  trunk  and  hand-bag,  and  in  that  act 
a  new  outpost  of  civilization  was  established  in  the 

great  West. 

He  called  up  Medicine  Bend,  reported,  lighted 
a  fire  in  the  Uttle  stove,  and  the  spot  in  the  desert 
known  now  to  men  as  Point  of  Rocks  for  the  first 
time  in  the  story  of  the  world  became  a  part  of 
it_was  linked  to  the  world  itself. 

But  the  place  was  lonely  beyond  words,  and 
Bucks  had  a  hard  time  to  keep  it  from  being  too 
much  so  for  him.  He  walked  at  different  times  over 
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the  country  in  every  direction,  and  one  night  after 
a  crudely  prepared  supper  he  strolled  out  en  the 
platform,  desperate  for  something  to  do.  Deso- 
lation marked  the  landscape  everywhere.  He 
wandered  aimlessly  across  the  track  and  seeing 
nothing  better  to  interest  him  began  chmbing 
Point  of  Rocks. 

The  higher  he  climbed  the  more  absorbed  he 
became.  Youth  and  strength  lent  ardor  to  the 
ascent,  and  Bucks,  soon  forgetting  everything 
below,  was  scaling  the  granite  pile  that  towered 
above  him.  For  thirty  minutes,  without  a  halt,  he 
continued  to  climb,  and  reaching  after  a  while 
what  seemed  the  highest  ledge  of  the  rocky  spur, 
he  walked  out  upon  it  to  the  very  edge  and  was 
rewarded  for  his  labor  with  a  magnificent  pano- 
rama of  the  mountain  divide. 

In  the  west  the  sky  was  still  golden  and,  though 
clouds  appeared  to  be  banking  heavily  in  the 
north,  the  view  of  the  distant  peaks  was  unob- 
structed. From  where  he  sat  he  could  almost 
have  thrown  a  stone  into  one  tiny  mountain 
stream  that  cut  a  silver  path  toward  the  setting 
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sun,  and  another,  a  hundred  yards  away,  that 
flowed  gently  toward  the  rising  sun.  And  he 
knew— for  Bill  Dancing  had  told  him— that  the 
one  rin  emptied  at  last  into  the  Pacific  Ocean, 
and  the  other  into  the  Atlantic  Ocean.  Alongside 
these  tiny  streams  he  could  plainly  trace  the  over- 
land trail  of  the  emigrant  wagons,  and,  cutting  in 
straighter  lines,  but  foUowing  the  same  general  di- 
rection, lay  the  right-of-way  of  the  new  trans- 
continental railroad. 

Beyond,  in  every  direction,  stretched  great  pla- 
teaus, and  above  these  rugged  mountain  chains, 
lying  in  what  seemed  the  eternal  soUtude  of  the 
vast  desert.  He  was  alone  with  the  sunset,  and 
stood  for  some  moments  silenced  by  the  scene 
before  him.  When  a  sound  did  at  length  reach 
his  ear  as  he  sat  spellbound,  it  brought  him  back 
to  himself  with  the  suddenness  of  a  shock. 

At  first  he  heard  only  distant  echoes  of  a  short, 
muflfled  blow,  irregularly  repeated  and  seeming 
familiar  to  the  ear.  As  he  speculated  upon  what 
the  sound  might  be,  it  grew  giadually  plainer  and 
came  seemingly  nearer.  He  bent  his  eyes  down 
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the  valley  to  the  west  and  scanned  the  wagon- 
trail  and  the  railroad  track  as  far  as  he  could  in 
the  dusk,  but  could  see  nothing.  Then  the  muffle 
of  the  sound  was  at  once  lifted.  It  came  from 
the  other  direction,  and,  turning  his  eyes,  he  saw 
emerging  from  a  small  canyon  that  hid  the  trail 
to  the  east,  a  covered  emigrant  wagon,  drawn  by 
a  large  team  of  horses  and  driven  by  a  man  sit- 
ting in  front  of  the  hood,  making  its  way  slowly 
up  the  road  toward  the  station. 

The  heavy  play  of  the  wheel-hubs  on  the  axles 
echoed  now  very  plainly  upon  his  ears,  and  he  sat 
watching  the  outfit  and  wondering  whether  the 
travellers  would  camp  for  the  night  near  him  and 
give  him  what  he  craved  most  of  all,  a  little  human 
society.  The  horses  passed  the  station,  and  as 
they  did  so,  the  driver  peered  intently  at  the  new 
building,  looking  back  around  the  side  of  the 
canvas  cover,  and  straining  his  neck  to  see  all  he 
could  see,  while  the  horses  moved  along. 

This  would  have  seemed  to  Bucks  mere  idle 
curiosity  had  he  not  noticed  that  some  one  within 
the  wagon  parted  the  canvas  flaps  at  the  rear  as 
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it  went  by  and  likewise  inspected  the  building 
with  close  attention.    Even  this  was  no  especial 
incident  for  wonderment,  nor  was  Bucks  surprised 
when  the  emigrants,  after  pursuing  their  way  until 
they  were  well  out  of  sight  of  the  station  itself, 
guided  their  wagon  from  the  trail  into  a  little  de- 
pression along  the  creek  as  if  to  make  camp  for 
the  night.    The  driver,  a  taU,  thin  man,  wearing 
a  slouch  hat,  got  down  from  the  front  of  the 
wagon  and  walked  with  a  shambUng  gait  to  the 
head  of  his  horses  and  loosened  their  bndles. 
While  the  uorses  were  drinking,  a  second  man, 
carrying  a  rifle,  climbed  down  from  the  rear  of 
the  wagon.    He  was  of  a  shorter  and  stockier 
build,  and  on  one  side  the  brim  of  his  soft  hat 
had  been  torn  away  so  that  it  hung  loosely  over 
one  ear,  the  other  ear  being  covered  only  by  a 
shock  of  dusty  hair. 

■  A  third  man  emerged  from  under  the  canvas 
cover,  dropping  down  almost  behind  the  second- 
a  fat  man  who  looked  about  him  with  suspicion 
as  he  slowly  drew  a  rifle  out  of  the  wagon.  The 
driver  joined  his  companions  for  abrief  conference. 
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and  when  it  was  finished  the  three  men,  examining 
their  rifles,  -.valked  back  up  the  road  toward  the 
station.  As  they  neared  it,  two  of  them  loitered 
back  and  presently  took  their  places  behind  con- 
venient rocks  where,  without  being  seen,  they 
could  see  everything.  The  third  man,  the  driver, 
carrying  his  rifle  on  his  arm,  walked  ahead,  crossed 
the  road,  and,  proceeding  with  some  care,  stepped 
up  on  the  platform  and  pushed  open  the  door  of 
the  station  building. 

Bucks,  perched  high  on  the  rocky  spur  above 
the  scene,  looked  on,  not  knowing  just  what  to 
make  of  it  all.  As  he  saw  the  two  men  conceal 
themselves,  he  wondered  what  sort  of  a  call  the 
third  man  intended  making  on  the  new  agent,  and 
why  he  should  leave  two  armed  men  close  at  hand 
in  ambush  when  calling  on  one  lone  telegraph 
operator.  Bucks  began  to  feel  a  bit  creepy  and 
watched  the  scene  unfolding  below  with  keen  at- 
tention. The  driver  c'  the  wagon  getting  no  re- 
sponse as  he  opened  the  door,  walked  inside,  and 
for  a  moment  was  not  seen.  He  soon  reappeared, 
and,  stepping  to  the  side  of  the  building  signalled 
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his  companions  to  come  up.    Buci^s  saw  them 
emerge  from  their  hiding-places  and  join  the  driver 
at  the  station  door. 

A  second  conference  (oUowed.  It  was  bnefer 
than  the  first,  but  there  seemed  some  difterence 
of  opinion  among  the  three  men,  and  the  talk 
terminated  abruptly  by  the  driver's  clubbmg  h.s 
rifle  and  deliberately  smashing  in  the  sash  of  the 
window  before  which  he  was  standing. 

Whatever  had  held  Bucks  speUbound  thus  far 
released  him  suddenly  for  action  when  he  saw  the 
rifle-stock  raised  and  heard  the  crash  of  the  glass. 
He  jumped  up,  and  rumiing  to  the  edge  of  the 
ledge  nearest  the  station  yeUed  at  the  marauder 
and  shook  his  finger  at  him  vigorously.    The  at- 
tack on  his  habitation  was  too  much  for  Bucks  s 
composure,  and,  although  he  knew  his  words  could 
not  be  heard  from  where  he  stood,  he  felt  he 
could  frighten  the  intruders. 

This  was  his  second  mistake.    No  sooner  had 
his  visitors  sighted  him  than  two  guns  were  turned 
on  him  and  instantly  fired.    He  jumped  back  be- 
fore the  fat  man,  who,  slower  than  his  compan- 
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ions,  had  some  difTiculty  in  shooting  so  high  above 
his  head,  could  get  his  gun  up.  Afterward, 
Buciis  learned  how  providential  this  was,  inas- 
much as  the  big  fellow  was  the  deadliest  shot  of 
the  three. 

But  at  the  moment,  danger  was  the  last  thing 
the  operator  thought  of.  The  unprovoked  and 
murderous  attack  infuriated  him,  and  again  for- 
getting his  caution  he  drew  his  own  revolver  with- 
out hesitation,  and,  running  to  a  more  protected 
spot,  leaned  over  the  ledge  and  fired  point-blank 
into  the  group,  as  they  looked  up  to  see  what  had 
become  of  him. 

If  it  had  been  his  intention  to  hit  any  one  of  them 
with  his  bullets,  his  shooting  was  a  failure  and 
some  experience  in  after  years  among  men  prac- 
tised in  gunnery  convinced  him  that  to  aim  at 
three  men  is  not  the  right  way  to  hit  one. 

But  if  he  had  meant  only  to  create  a  sensation 
his  move  was  successful  beyond  his  greatest  ex- 
pectation. Had  a  bomb  been  exploded  on  the 
platform  the  marauders  could  not  have  scattered 
more  quickly.  Bucks  never  in  his  life  had  seen 
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three  men  move  so  fast  The  fat  man,  indeed, 
had  given  Bucks  the  impression  of  being  heavy 
and  slow  in  his  movements.  He  now  made  a 
surprising  exhibition  of  agiUty,  and  Bucks  to 
his  astonishment,  saw  him  distancing  his  leaner 
companions  and  sprinting  for  the  shelter  at  a 
pace  that  would  have  made  a  jack-rabbit  take 

notice. 

Bucks,  somewhat  keyed  up,  fired  twice  agam 
at  the  fleein?  men,  but  with  no  more  ^.".ect  than 
to  kick  up  the  dust  once  behind  and  once  ahead 
of  them  as  they  ran.  The  instant  they  reached 
the  rocks  where  they  found  shelter  Bucks  drew 
back  out  of  sight,  and  none  too  soon,  for  as  he 
puUed  himself  away  from  the  ledge,  a  rifle  cracked 
viciously  from  below  and  the  slug  threw  a  chunk 
of  granite  almost  up  into  his  face;  the  fat  man 
was  evidently  having  his  innings. 

Bucks,  out  of  immediate  danger,  lay  perfectly 
still  for  a  few  moments  casting  up  the  strange 
situation  he  found  himself  in.  Why  the  men 
should  have  acted  as  they  had,  was  all  a  mystery, 
but  thieves  or  outlaws  they  evidently  were,  and 
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outlaws  in  this  country  he  air    .'.y  vveii  kn'  v  were 
men  who  would  stop  at  nothi  g. 

He  realized,  likewise,  that  he  ..as  li^  grave  dan- 
ger.   The  night  was  before  him.    No  train  would 
be  through  before  morning.    He  <  uld  not  reach 
his  key  by  which  he  might  have  summoned  aid 
instantly.    For  a  moment  he  lay  thinking.    Then 
taking  ofif  his  hat  he  stuck  his  head  carefully  for- 
ward; it  was  greeted  at  once  by  a  bullet.    The 
lesson  was  obvious  and  next  time  he  wanted  to 
reconnoitre  he  stuck  his  hat  forward  first  on  the 
muzzle  of  his  gun,  as  he  had  often  read  of  fron- 
tiersmen doing,  and,  having  drawn  a  shot,  stuck 
his  head  out  afterward  for  a  quick  look.    All  that 
remained  in  the  open  was  the  team  and  wagon, 
but  this  left  the  outlaws  at  a  disadvantage,  for 
if  they  wanted  to  get  their  outfit  and  go  on  their 
way  they  must  expose  themselves  to  Bucks's  fire. 
While  they  might  feel  that  one  operator,  armed 
with  a  revolver  he  hardly  knew  how  to  use,  was 
not  a  dangerous  foe,  a  Colt's,  even  in  the  hands  of 
a  boy  who  had  thus  far  fired  first  and  aimed  after- 
ward, was  not  wholly  to  be  despised.    An  acci- 
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dent  might  happen  even  under  such  conditions, 
and  the  three  men,  knowing  that  darkness  would 
soon  leave  them  free,  waited  in  absolute  silence. 

Night  fell  very  soon  and  the  light  of  the  stars, 
though  leaving  objects  visible  upon  the  high  ledge, 
left  the  earth  in  impenetrable  darkness.    Strain 
his  eyes  as  he  would,  Bucks  could  perceive  noth- 
ing below.    He  could  hear,  however,  and  one  of 
the  first  sounds  audible  was  that  of  the  wagon 
moving  quietly  away.    It  was  a  welcome  sound, 
even  though  he  dared  not  hope  his  troublesome 
visitors  would  withdraw  without  furl.ier  mischief. 
His  chief  concern  at  this  juncture  was  to  get  safely, 
if  he  could,  down  the  rocks  and  into  the  station 
to  give  the  alarm  to  the  despatcher;  for  he  made 
no  doubt  that  the  outlaws,  on  their  wagon  trip 
west,  would  damage  in  any  way  they  might  be  able 
railroad  supplies  and  property  along  their  way. 

Before  Bucks  had  cUmbed  down  very  far  and 
after  he  had  made  one  or  two  startling  missteps, 
he  began  to  consider  that  it  was  one  thing  to  get 
up  a  rough  argte  in  daylight  and  quite  another 
to  get  down  one  in  the  darkness.  The  heavy 
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clouds  moving  down  from  the  north  had  massed 
above  Point  of  Rocks,  and  he  heard  once  in  a 
while  an  ominous  roll  of  thunder,  as  he  slipped 
and  slid  along  and  bruised  his  hands  and  feet 
upon  the  rocks. 

He  had  with  great  care  got  about  half-way 
down,  when  the  pitch  darkness  below  him  was 
pierced  by  a  small  flame  which  he  took  at  first 
for  the  blaze  of  a  camp  fire.    In  another  moment 
he  was  undeceived.    The  station  was  on  fire.    It 
was  evidently  the  last  effort  of  the  outlaws  to 
wreak  vengeance  as  they  left.    Bucks  clambered 
over  the  rocks  in  great  alarm.    He  thought  he 
might  reach  the  building  in  time  to  save  it,  and, 
forgetting  the  danger  of  being  shot  should  his 
enemies  remain  lying  in  wait,  he  made  his  way 
rapidly  down  the  Point.    The  flames  now  burst 
from  the  east  window  of  the  station,  and  he  de- 
spaired of  saving  it,  but  he  hurried  on  until  he 
heard  the  crack  of  a  rifle,  felt  his  cap  snatched 
from  his  head  and  feU  backward  against  the  face 
of  the  rock.    As  he  lost  consciousness  he  slipped 
and  rolled  headlong  down  the  steep  ledge. 
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How  long  Bucks  lay  in  the  darkness  he  did  not 
know  but  he  woke  to  consciousness  with  thunder 
crashing  in  his  ears  and  a  flood  of  rain  beatmg 
on  his  upturned  face.  When  he  opened  his  eyes 
he  was  blinded  by  sheets  of  lightning  trembling 
across  the  sky,  and  he  turned  his  face  from  the 
pelting  rain  untU  he  could  collect  himse  1. 

WhUe  he  lay  insensible  from  the  shock  of  the 
bullet   which  providentially  had  only  grazed  his 
scalp    the  storm  had  burst  over  the  mountains 
drowiiing  everything  before  it.    Water  fell  in  tor- 
rents   and  the  desert  below  him  was  one  wide 
river     Water  danced  and  swam  down  the  rocks 
and  ran  in  broad,  shaUow  waves  over  the  sand, 
and  the  scene  was  Ught  as  day.    Thunder  peals 
crashed  one  upon  another  like  salvoes  of  artiUery, 
deafening  and  alarming  <he  confused  boy,  and  the 
rain  poured  without  ceasing.    Continuing  waves 
of  Ughtning  revealed  the  railroad  and  station 
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building  before  him  and  he  realized  that  he  had 
fallen  the  rest  of  the  way  down  from  where  he 
had  been  fired  at  on  the  face  of  the  Point. 

He  took  quick  stock  of  his  condition  and,  rising 
to  his  feet,  found  himself  only  sore  and  bruised. 
He  pressed  his  way  through  the  flood  to  the  track, 
gained  the  platform,  and,  judging  rightly  that  his 
assailants  had  abandoned  their  fight,  entered  the 
half-burned  building  unafraid.  Rain  poured  in 
one  corner  where  the  roof  had  burned  away  be- 
fore the  storm  had  put  out  the  fire. 

Stumbling  through  the  debris  that  covered  the 
floor,  Bucks  made  his  way  to  the  operator's  table 
and  put  his  hand  up  to  cut  in  the  lightning  ar- 
rester. He  was  too  late.  The  fire  had  taken 
everything  ahead  of  him,  and  his  hope  of  getting 
into  communication  with  the  despatchers  was  next 
dashed  by  the  discovery  that  his  instruments 
were  wrecked. 

He  sat  down— his  chair  was  intact— much  dis- 
heartened. But  without  delay  he  opened  the 
drawer  of  the  table  and  feeling  for  his  box  of 
cartridges  found  that  the  thieves  had  overlooked 
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it  This  he  slipped  into  his  pocket  with  a  feeling 
of  relief,  and,  as  he  sat,  rain-soaked  and  with  the 
water  dripping  from  his  hair,  he  reloaded  his  re- 
volver and  made  such  preparations  as  he  could  to 
barricade  the  imier  door  and  wait  for  the  passmg 

of  the  storm. 

From  time  to  time,  awed  by  the  fury  of  the 
elements,  he  looked  into  the  night.    It  seemed  as 
if  the  vaUey  as  far  as  he  could  see  was  a  vast 
lake  that  rippled  and  danced  over  the  rocks. 
Bucks  had  never  conceived  of  a  thunderstorm  bke 
this     UntU  it  abated  there  was  nothing  he  could 
do  and  he  sat  in  wretched  discomfort,  hour  after 
hour,  waiting  for  the  night  to  pass  and  hstemng 
to  the  mighty  roar  of  the  waters  as  they  swept 
broadside  down  the  divide  carrying  everythmg 
ahead  of  them.     Before  daylight  the  violence  of 
the  storm  wore  itself  away,  but  the  creek  m  the 
Uttle  canyon  south  of  the  right-of-way,  dashing  its 
swoUenbulk  against  the  granite  walls,  pounded  and 
roared  with  the  fury  of  a  cataract. 

When  day  broke,  ragged  masses  of  gray  cloud 
scudded  low  across  the  sky.  The  rain  had  ceased, 
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and  in  the  operator's  room  Bucks,  aided  by  the 
first  rays  of  daylight,  was  struggling  to  get  the 
telegraph  wires  disentangled  to  send  a  message. 
His  hopes,  as  the  light  increased  and  he  saw  the 
ruin  caused  by  the  fire,  were  very  slender,  but  he 
kept  busily  at  the  wreckage  and  getting,  at 
length,  two  severed  strands  of  the  wires  to  show 
a  current,  began  sending  his  call,  followed  by  a 
message  for  help  to  Medicine  Bend.  He  worked 
at  this  for  thirty  minutes  unceasingly,  then,  look- 
ing around  on  every  side  of  the  building,  he  sat- 
isfied himself  that  he  was  alone  and,  dropping 
down  at  his  table,  leaned  upon  it  with  his  elbows, 
and,  tired,  wet,  and  begrimed,  fell  fast  asleep. 

He  was  roused  by  the  distant  whistle  of  a  lo- 
comotive. Opening  his  eyes,  he  saw  the  sun 
streaming  through  the  east  side  of  the  building 
where  the  window  casement  had  burned  away. 
Shaking  off  the  heaviness  of  his  slumber  he  has- 
tened out  to  see  an  engine  and  box-car  coming 
from  the  east.  From  the  open  door  of  the  car 
men  were  waving  their  hats.  Bucks  answered  by 
swinging  his  arm. 
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The  engine  stopped  before  the  station  and  Bob 
Scott,  followed  by  Dancing,  Dave  Hawk,  and  the 
train  crew  sprang  from  the  caboose  steps  and  sur- 
rounded him.  They  had  brought  two  horses  and 
Bucks  saw  that  all  the  men  were  armed.  It  took 
only  a  minute  to  tell  the  story,  and  the  party 
scattered  to  view  the  destruction  and  look  for 
clues  to  the  perpetrators. 

Scott  and  Danci.ig  were  especially  keen  in  their 
search,  but  they  found  nothing  to  suggest  who 
the  vandals  were.  They  listened  again  to  Bucks, 
as  he  repeated  his  story  with  more  detaU,  and  held 
a  hurried  conference  in  which  Dave  Hawk  took 
charge.  Meantime  the  men  were  tearing  up  planks 
from  the  platform  to  make  a  chute  for  unloading 

the  horses. 

Bucks's  excitement  increased  as  he  saw  the  busi- 
nessUke  preparations  for  the  chase.  "Have  you 
any  idea  you  can  catc.  them,  Bob?"  he  asked 

feverishly. 

Bob  Scott's  smile  was  not  a  complete  answer. 
"How  can  you  catch  anybody  in  this  country?" 
continued  Bucks,  regarding  the  scout  sceptically. 
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But  Scott  looked  across  the  interminable  waste  of 
sage-brush  and  rock  as  if  he  felt  at  home  with  it. 
"If  they  stick  to  the  wagon,"  he  explained 
leisurely,  "we  will  have  them  in  an  hour  or  two, 
Bucks.  A  man  might  as  well  travel  around  here 
with  a  brass  band  as  to  try  to  get  away  with  a 
wagon  track  behind  him.  If  they  stick  to  the 
wagon,  we  are  bound  to  have  them  in  two  or  three 
hours  at  most.  You  are  sure  they  didn't  have  a 
led  horse?" 

"They  had  nothing  but  the  team,"  said  Bucks. 

"In  that  case  if  they  give  up  the  wagon,  three 
of  them  will  have  to  ride  two  horses.  They  can't 
go  fast  in  that  way.  We  will  get  some  of  them, 
Bucks,  sure  —  somehow,  somf'ime,  somewhere. 
We  have  got  to  get  them.  How  could  I  hold  my 
jobif  I  didn't  get  them?" 

That  which  had  seemed  impossible  to  Bucks 
looked  more  hopeful  after  Bob  had  smiled  again. 
Dancing  was  busy  installing  the  new  telegraph 
outfit.  While  this  was  going  on,  Scott  saddled  the 
horses  and,  when  he  and  Dave  Hawk  had  mount- 
-^d,  the  two  rode  rapidly  down  the  emigrant  trail 
toward  Bitter  Creek.    The  train  was  held  untU 
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Dancing  could  get  the  instruments  working  again; 
then,  at  Hawk's  request,  it  was  sent  down  the 
Bitter  Creek  grade  after  himself  and  Scott;   the 
trail  followed  the  railroad  for  miles.    Dancing  re- 
mained with  Bucks  to  guard  against  further  attack. 
The  two  railroad  men  rode  carefully  along  the 
heavy  ruts  of  the  emigrant  trail,  from  which  all 
recent  tracks  had  been  obliterated  by  the  flood, 
knowing  that  they  wo  CJ.  strike  no  sig..  of  the 
wagon  until  it  had  beeu  started  alter  the  storm. 
They  had  covered  in  this  manner  less  than  two 
miles  when,  rounding  a  Uttle  bend,  they  saw  a 
covered  emigrant  wagon  standing  in  the  road  not 
half  a  mile  from  the  railroad  track. 

Scott  led  quickly  toward  concealment  and  from 
behind  a  shoulder  of  rock  to  which  the  two  rode 
they  could  see  that  the  wagon  had  been  halted 
and  the  horses,  strangely  entangled  in  the  har- 
ness, were  lying  in  front  of  it.  Scott  and  Kawk 
dismounted  and,  crawling  up  the  shoulder  where 
they  could  see  without  being  seen,  waited  impa- 
tiently for  some  sign  of  life  from  the  suspicious 
outfit.  The  description  Bucks  had  given  fitted 
the  wagon  very  weU,  and  the  two  lay  for  a  time 
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waiting  for  something  to  happen,  and  exchang- 
ing speculations  as  to  what  the  situation  might 
mean.  They  were  hoping  that  the  thieves  might, 
if  they  had  gone  away,  return,  and  with  this 
thought  restrained  their  impatience. 

"It  may  be  a  trick  to  get  us  up  to  shooting 
distance,  Bob,"  suggested  Hawk  when  Scott  pro- 
posed they  should  close  in. 

"But  that  wouldn't  explain  why  the  horses  are 
lying  there  in  that  way,  Dave.    Something  else  has 
happened.    Those  horses  are  dead;   they  haven't 
moved.    Suppose  I  circle  the  outfit,"  suggested 
Scott  benevolently. 
"Take  care  they  don't  get  a  shot  at  you." 
"If  they  can  get  a  shot  at  me  before  I  can  at 
them  they  are  welcome,"  returned  Scott  as  he 
picked  up  his  bridle  rein.    "From  what  Bucks 
told  me  I  don't  think  a  great  deal  of  their  shoot- 
ing.   He  is  a  level-headed  boy,  that  long-legged 
operator."    And  Scott,  with  some  quiet  grimaces, 
recounted  Bucks's  story  of  his  descent  of  Point  of 
Rocks  the  night  before,  under  the  fire  of  the  three 
desperadoes. 
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That  he  himself  was  now  taking  his  own  life 
in  his  hands  as  he  started  on  a  perilous  reconnois- 
sance,  cost  him  no  thought.  Such  a  situation  he 
was  quite  used  to.  But  for  a  green  boy  from  the 
East  to  put  up  so  unequal  a  fight  seemed  to  the 
experienced  scout  a  most  humorous  proceeding. 

He  mounted  his  horse  and  directing  Hawk  what 
to  do  if  he  should  be  hit,  set  out  to  ride  completely 
around  the  suspected  wagon.  The  canvas  cover 
was  the  uncertain  element  in  the  situation.  It 
might  conceal  nobody,  and  yet  it  might  omceal 
three  rifles  waiting  for  an  indiscreet  pursuer  to 
come  within  range.  Scott,  taking  advantage  of 
the  uneven  country,  rode  circumspectly  to  the 
south,  keeping  the  object  of  his  caution  well  in 
view,  and  at  times,  under  cover  of  friendly  rocks, 
getting  up  quite  close  to  it. 

Before  he  had  completed  half  his  ride  he  had 
satisfied  himself  as  to  the  actual  state  of  aSairs. 
Yet  his  habitual  caution  led  him  to  follow  out  his 
original  purpose  quite  as  carefully  as  if  he  had 
reached  no  conclusion.  When  he  crossed  the  trail 
west  of  the  wagon,  he  looked  closely  for  fresh 
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tracks,  but  there  were  none.  He  then  circled  to 
the  north  and  was  soon  able,  by  dismounting,  to 
crawl  under  cover  within  a  hundred  yards  of  the 
heads  of  the  horses.  When  he  got  up  to  where 
he  could  see  without  being  seen  he  perceived 
clearly  that  his  surmise  had  been  correct. 

Both  horses  lay  dead  in  the  harness.  From  the 
front  seat  of  the  wagon  a  boot  protruded;  noth- 
ing more  could  be  seen.  Scott  now,  by  signals, 
summoned  Dave  Hawk  from  where  he' lay,  and 
when  the  swarthy  conductor  reached  the  scout, 
Scott  called  out  loudly  at  the  wagon. 

There  was  no  answer,  no  movement,  no  sound. 
Things  ber-n  ...  ,v  -m  queer;  in  the  bright  blaze 
ofsunshir.,  i.,.i  vi Mi  the  parched  desert  glisten- 
ing after  the  welcome  rain,  there  in  the  midst  of 
the  vast  amphitheatre  of  mountains  lay  the  dead 
horses  before  the  mysterious  wagon.  But  no- 
where about  was  any  sign  of  life,  and  the  wagon 
might  hold  within  its  white  walls  death  for  who- 
ever should  unwarily  approach  it. 

Bob  Scott  had  no  idea,  however,  of  sacrificing 
himself  to  any  scheme  that  might  have  occurred 
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to  the  enemy  to  lure  him  within  danger.  He 
caUed  out  again  at  the  top  of  his  voice  and  de- 
manded a  surrender.  No  sound  gave  any  response, 
and  raising  his  rifle  he  sent  a  buUet  through  the 
extreme  top  of  the  canvas  cover  midway  back 
from  the  driver's  seat. 

The  echoes  of  the  report  crashed  back  to  the 
rocks,  but  brought  nothing  from  the  silence  of  the 
emigrant  wagon.    A  second  shot  followed,  tearing 
through  the  side  board  of  the  wagon-box  itself; 
yet  there  was  no  answer.   Scott,  taking  his  horse, 
while  Hawk  remained  in  hiding  and  covered  the 
scene  with  his  own  rifle,  led  the  horse  so  that  it 
served  as  a  shelter  and  walked  directly  toward  the 
wagon  itself.    As  he  neared  it  he  approached  from 
the  front,  pausing  at  times  to  survey  what  he  saw. 
Hawk   watched  him  lead  his  unwiUing  horse, 
trembling  with  fear,  up  to  the  dead  team  as  they 
lay  in  the  bright  sunlight,  and  saw  Scott  take 
hold  of  the  protruding  boot,  peer  above  it  into 
the  wagon  itself  and,  without  turning  his  head, 
beckon  Hawk  to  come  up. 
Under  the  canvas,  the  driver  of  the  wagon  lay 
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dead  with  ■  lines  clutched  in  his  stiffened  fingers, 
just  as  he  had  fallen  when  death  struck  his  horses.' 
The  two  frontiersmen  needed  no  explanation  of 
what  they  saw  in  the  scarred  and  blackened  face 
of  the  outlaw.  A  bolt  of  Ughtning  had  kiUed  him 
and  stricken  both  horses  in  the  same  instant. 
Bob  crawled  into  the  wagon  and  with  Hawk's 
help  dragged  the  dead  man  forward  into  the  sun- 
light. Both  recognized  him.  It  was  Bucks's  as- 
sailant and  enemy,  the  Medicine  Bend  and  Spider 
Water  gambler,  Perry. 
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The  two  men,  aided  by  the  crew  of  the  train 
that  now  came  down  the  Bitter  Creek  grade,  got 
the  dead  body  of  the  outlaw  back  to  Point  of 
Rocks  just  as  a  mixed  train  from  the  east  reached 
there,  with  Stanley  and  ""etail  of  cavalry  aboard. 
Stanley  walked  straight  to  Bucks,  caught  him  by 
the  shoulders,  and  shook  him  as  if  to  make  sure 
he  was  all  right. 

"  Gave  you  a  warm  reception,  did  they,  Bucks?  " 
"Moderately  warm,  colonel." 
Stanley  shook  his  head.  "It  is  all  wrong. 
They  never  should  have  sent  you  out  here  alone," 
he  declared  brusquely.  "These  superintendents 
seem  to  think  they  are  railroading  in  Ohio  instead 
of  the  Rocky  Mountains.  Dave,"  he  continued, 
turning  to  Hawk  as  the  latter  came  up,  "I  hear 
you  have  just  brought  in  Perry  dead.  What  have 
we  got  here,  anyway?" 

"Some  of  the  Medicine  Bend  gang,"  returned 
Hawk  tersely. 
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"What  are  they  doing?" 

"Evening  up  old  scores,  I  guess." 

Stanley  looked  at  the  dead  man  as  they  laid 
him  out  on  the  platform:  "And  hastening  their 
own  day  of  reckoning,"  he  said.  "There  shall 
be  no  more  of  this  if  we  have  to  drive  every  man 
of  the  gang  out  of  the  country.  Who  do  you 
think  was  with  Perry,  Bob?"  he  demanded,  ques- 
tioning Scott. 

"There  is  nothing  to  show  that  till  we  get 
them— and  we  ought  to  be  after  them  now,"  re- 
turned the  scout.  "But,"  he  added  softly  as  he 
hitched  his  trousers,  "I  think  one  of  the  two 
might  be  young  John  Rebstock." 

"You  need  lose  no  time,  Bob.  Here  are  ten 
men  with  fresh  horses  at  your  orders."  Stanley 
pointed  to  the  troopers  who  were  unloading  their 
mounts. 

"Give  Dave  and  me  three  of  the  best  of  these 
men,"  said  Scott.  "I  will  foUow  the  west  trail. 
Put  a  sergeant  with  the  others  on  the  trail  east 
to  make  sure  they  haven't  doubled  back  on  us— 
but  I  don't  think  they  have." 
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"Why?" 

"They  must  have  stolen  that  team  and  wagon, 
that  is  certain.  More  than  likely  they  murdered 
the  man  they  took  it  from.  The  trail  is  probably 
alive  with  men  looking  for  them,  x'hese  fellows 
were  trying  to  get  to  Casement's  camp  for  gam- 
bling, and  probably  they  are  heading  that  way 
fast  now.  We  will  pick  those  fellows  up,  colonel, 
somewhere  Ljetween  heis  and  Bridger's  Gap." 

The  three  troopers  that  Scott  selected  were 
told  off  and,  after  a  few  rapid  arrangements  for 
sending  back  information,  the  five  men  of  the 
west-trail  party,  headed  by  Scott  and  Dave  Hawk, 
rode  down  Bitter  Creek  and,  scattering  in  a  wide 
skirmish  line  wherever  the  formation  of  the  coun- 
try permitted,  scanned  the  ground  for  signs  of 
the  fugitives. 

"We  shan't  find  anythmg  till  we  get  to  where 
they  were  when  the  rain  stopped,"  Scott  told  the 
trooper  near  whom  he  was  riding.  It  was,  in  fact, 
nearly  ten  miles  from  Point  of  Rocks  before  they 
picked  up  the  footprints  of  two  men  travelling 
apart  from  each  other,  b  *  headed  north  and  west. 
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These  they  Mowed  on  a  long  ditour  away  from 
the  regular  wagon  road  until  the  two  trails  turned 
and  entered,  from  the  southwest,  a  camp  made  the 
night  before  by  a  big  trading  outfit  on  the  regular 
overland  trail. 

Here,  of  course  aU  trace  of  the  men  disap- 
peared. It  was  now  drawing  toward  evening 
Scott  resolved  to  follow  the  trading  outfit,  but 
the  party  still  rode  slowly  to  make  sure  the  men 
they  wanted  did  not  sneak  away  from  the  wagons 
of  their  new-found  friends.  The  pursuers  rode 
steadily  on,  and  as  the  smi  went  down  they  per- 
ceived m  a  smaU  canyon  ahead  of  them  the 
wagons  of  the  outfit  they  were  trailing,  parked  in 
a  camp  for  the  night. 

Scott  gave  the  troopers  directions  as  to  where 
to  post  themselves,  at  some  distance  east  and  west 
of  the  canyon,  to  provide  against  a  sortie  of  the 
fugitives  and,  riding  with  Hawk  directly  into  the 
camp,  asked  for  the  boss.  He  appeared  after 
some  delay  and  proved  to  be  a  French  trader  with 
supplies  for  bait  Lake. 
Hawk,  whose  long  visage  and  keen  eyes  gave 

22S 


liiii 


nti 


■111 


The  Mountain  Divide 
him  a  particularly  stern  air-and  David  Hawk 
was  never  very  communicative  or  very  warm- 
mannered-asked  the  questions.    The  Frenchman 
was  civil,  but  denied  having  any  men  with  him 
except  those  he  had  brought  from  the  Missouri 
River.    However,  he  offered  to  Une  up  his  men 
for  the  raUroad  party  to  look  over.   To  this  Hawk 
agreed,  and,  when  the  word  had  been  passed,  the 
entire  force  of  the  trader  were  assembled  in  front 
of  the  head  wagon. 

Scott  rode  slowly  up  the  line  scrutinizing  each 
face,  and,  turning  again,  rode  down  the  line.  Once 
he  stopped  and  questioned  a  suspicious-looking 
teamster  wearmg  a  hat  that  answered  Bucks's 
description,  but  the  man's  answers  were  satisfac- 
tory. . 

When  Scott  had  finished  his  mspection  the 
men  started  to  disband.  Hawk  stopped  them. 
"Stay  where  you  are,"  he  caUed  out  curtly. 
Turning  to  the  Frenchman,  ho  added:  "We  will 
have  to  search  your  wagons." 

Again  the  trader  made  no  objection,  though 

some  of  his  men  did. 
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The  three  troopers  were  signalled  in,  and  posted 
so  there  could  be  no  dodging  from  one  wagon  to 
another,  and  Hawk  gave  them  orders,  loud  enough 
for  aU  to  hear,  to  shoot  on  sight  any  one  leaving 
the  wagons.    And  while  he  himself  kept  command 
of  the  whole  situation,  Scott  dismounted  and  ac- 
companied by  the  trader  began  the  search     The 
hunt  was  tedious  and  the  teamsters  murmured 
at  the  delay  to  their  camp  work.   But  the  search 
went  forward  unrelentingly.  Not  a  comer  capable 
of  concealing  a  dog  was  overlooked  by  the  pains- 
taking Indian  and  not  untU  he  had  reached  the 
last  wagon  was  his  hope  exhausted. 

This  wagon  stood  at  the  extreme  end  of  a  wash- 
out m  the  side  of  the  canyon  itself.  It  was  filled 
with  bales  of  coarse  red  blankets,  but  no  man  was 
to  be  found  among  them. 

Scott  did  find  something,  however,  in  a  sort  of 
a  nest  fashioned  among  the  bales  near  the  middle 
of  the  wagon.  What  would  have  escaped  an  eye 
less  trained  to  look  for  trifles  attracted  his  at 
once.  It  was  a  dingy  metal  tag.  Scott  picked 
't  up.  It  bore  the  name  of  a  Medicine  Bend 
saloon  and  the  heads  of  three  horses,  from  the 
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design  of  which  the  saloon  itself  took  a  widely 
known  and  ill  name.  He  laid  his  hand  on  the 
blanket  from  which  he  had  picked  the  tag.  The 
wool  was  still  warm. 

Scott  only  smiled  to  himself.  Both  ends  of  the 
little  canyon  were  guarded.  From  where  he  was 
searching  the  scout  peered  carefully  out  at  the 
canyon  walls.  There  were  hiding-places,  but  they 
were  hardly  large  enough  to  conceal  a  man.  It 
was  somewhere  in  the  rocks  close  at  hand  that 
the  fugitives  had  found  a  temporary  refuge;  but 
they  could  not  now  escape — nor  could  they  be 
far  from  the  wagon. 

Without  losing  sight  of  the  surroundings,  Scott, 
disclosing  nothing  of  his  discovery  to  the  trader, 
announced  that  he  was  satisfied  and  that  the  men 
he  wanted  did  not  appear  to  be  there.  He  added, 
however,  that  if  the  Frenchman  had  no  objection 
his  party  would  pitch  camp  close  by  and  ride  with 
him  in  the  morning.  The  Frenchman  maintained 
his  courtesy  by  inviting  the  party  to  take  supper 
with  him,  and  Scott,  agreeing  to  return,  rode  away 
with  Hawk  and  the  three  troopers. 

They  had  not  ridden  far,  when  Bob  dismounted 
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the  party  and  leaving  the  horses  with  one  trooper 
set  two  as  pickets  and  posted  himself  in  hidL 
on  one  s:de  the  canyon,  with  Hawk  on  the  other,  to 
watch  the  camp.    What  he  saw  or  whether  his 
pauence  was  m  any  degree  rewarded  no  one  could 
have  toy  ,rom  his  u.scruUble  face  as  he  walked 
nto  the  camp  at  dusk  and  sat  down  with  the 
tmder  to  supper.    The  moon  was  just  rising  and 
down  at  the  creek,  a  litUe  way  from  where  Scott 
at   some  belated  teamsters  were  washing  their 
hands  and  faces  and  preparing  their  own  supper 

SCO  ta,e  slowly  and  with  his  back  to  the  fire 
kept  bs  eye  on  the  group  of  men  down  at  the 

reek^    When  he  had  finished,  he  walked  down 
tthestream  himself.    A  large  man  in  the  group 
fi  ted,  m  bs  hat  and  dress.  Bucks's  exact  deLp 
t^n.    Scott  had  already  spotted  him  an  hour 

He  laid  his  hand  on  the  man's  shoulder  and 

man  turned.    But  to  Scott's  surprise  he  was 

no   the  man  wanted  at  aU.    He  wore  Rebstock's 

clothes  and  fitted  Rebstock's  description,  but  he 
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was  not  Rebstock.    The  scout  understood  in- 
stantly how  he  had  been  tricked,  but  gave  no 

Within  the  preceding  thirty  minutes  the  real 
Rebstock,  whom  Scott  had  already  marked  from 
his  hiding-place  in  the  canyon,  had  traded  clothes 
with  this  man  and,  no  doubt,  made  good  his 

escape. 
If  Bob  was  chagrined,  he  made  no  sign. 
"You  must  have  made  a  good  trade,"  he  said, 
smiling  at  the  teamster.    "These  clothes  are  a 
little  big,  but  you  will  grow  to  them.    How  much 
boot  did  you  get?" 

Scott  looked  so  slight  and  inoffensive  that  the 
teamster  attempted  insolence,  and  not  only  re- 
fused to  answer  questions,  but  threatened  violence 
if  the  scout  persisted  in  askmg  them.  His  com- 
panions crowding  up  er-ouraged  him. 

But  numbers  were  not  allowed  for  an  instant 
to  dominate  the  situation.  Scott  whipped  a  revol- 
ver from  his  belt,  cocked  it,  and  pressed  it  against 
the  teamster's  side.  Dave  Hawk  loomed  up  in 
the  moonlight  and,  catching  by  the  collar  one 
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Hawr^-lT.'' '''  "'"  """''^■"^  ^^°-d  Scott. 

t"  "  :„"      ""^  "^'^  '^^"^  -  »>'«  '^f'.  whirled 
them  spmmng  out  of  his  way.    If  a  n.an  resisted 

^ocCh  r™"'-  """^^  ceremoniously 
knocked  lum  down  and,  drawing  his  own  revolver 
t-k  h.3  stand  beside  his  thr.tened  companio:! 

them  aT  ''"'  "^'  "P'  ''''  '^d"  -'"ong 
hem.  A  few  words  explained  evetything  and 
he  recalcitrant  teamster  concluded   to  LTk 

^ottmdeedhadbutnttletoask:heardy 
knew  the  whole  story.  And  when  the  teamster 
hreatene  with  search,  pulled  from  his  ^c  et 
a  roU  of  bank-notes  which  he  acknowledged  had 
been  g:ven  him  for  concealing  the  two  fug^'tiv^ 
-d  prodding  them  with  clothes,  Scott  reL7d 
th^^f         Z'  '''  '"'^-^  '""^-'^"y  that 

a^  ?b7""""  "''°°'  '^""^"'^'^  -'I-  his 
b  a^et  bales  just  marched.    This  information  led 

the  bl?r  '°"°  "^  ''^  ^'^^'^  -  ^^  -d-d 
the  blanket  wagon  searched  again.    But  his  ex- 
citement did  not  greatly  interest  Scott  and  Ms 
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party.    They  went  their  way  and  camped  at  some 
distance  down  the  creek  from  their  stirred-up 
neighbors. 

Hawk  and  Bob  Scott  sat  in  tht  nrwnUght  after 
the  troopers  had  gone  to  sleep. 

"They  can't  fool  us  very  much  longer,"  mut- 
tered Scott,  saf  aed  with  the  day's  work  and 
taking  the  firal  disappointment  phUosophically, 
"until  fli,/  can  get  horses  they  are  chained  to 
the  ground  in  this  country.  There  is  only  one 
place  I  know  of  where  there  are  any  horses  here- 
abouts and  that  is  Jack  Casement's  camp." 

Hawk  stretched  himself  out  on  the  ground  to 
deep.    "I'll  tell  you,  Dave,"  continued  Scott, 
"it  is  only  about  twenty  miles  from  here  to  Case- 
ment's, anyway.    Suppose  I  ride  over  there  to- 
night and  wire  Stanley  we've  got  track  of  the 
fellows.    By  the  time  you  pick  up  the  trail  in 
the  morning  I  wiU  be  back— or  I  may  pick  it  up 
myself  between  here  and  the  railroad.    You  keep 
on  as  far  as  Brushwood  Creek  and  I'U  jom  you 
there  to-morrow  by  sundown." 
It  was  so  arranged.    The  night  wa    clear  and 
232 


The  Mountain  Divide 

with  a  good  moon  the  ride  was  no,  difficult,  though 

wouldT  •'"J"^'^"'^*"'^''  -'»>  the  mountains  it 
wou  d  have  been  a  hardship.    Mile  after  mile 

t:    B^I-r' '''''-' ''''^''^^^^-^^^^ 
ort.    Bob  d.d  not  urge  him,  and  before  midnight 

the  wbte  tents  of  the  construction  camp  wle 

-  le  m  the  moonUght.    Scott  went  directl^S 

hunted  up  food  and  quarters  for  his  beast  and  a 
sleeping-bunk  for  himself. 

At  daylight  he  was  astir  and  sought  breakfast 
before   makmg  inquiries  and  riding  back  to  his 
party.    On  the  edge  of  the  camp  sLd  a  slrt 
restaurant,  made  up  of  a  kitchen  tent  with  a  di's- 
mantled  box-car  body  as  an  annex. 

In  this  amiex  the  food  was  served.  It  was  en- 
tered from  one  side  door,  while  the  food  was 
brought  from  the  kitchen  through  the  other  side 
doorway  of  the  car. 

Into  this  crowded  den  Bob  elbowed  an  unob- 
trusive way  and  seated  himself  in  a  retired  comer. 

He  faced  the  blind  end  of  the  car,  and  before  him 
on  the  wall  was  tacked  a  fragment  of  a  mirror  in 
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which  he  could  see  what  was  going  on  behind 
him.  And  without  paying  any  apparent  atten- 
tion to  anything  that  went  on,  nothing  escaped 
him. 

Next  to  where  he  sat,  a  breakfast  of  coffee  and 
ham  and  eggs  had  been  already  served  for  some- 
body, apparently  on  an  order  previously  given. 
At  the  opposite  end  of  the  car  a  small  space  was 
curtained  off  as  a  wash-room.  Scott  ordered  his 
own  breakfast  and  was  slowly  eating  it  when  he 
noticed  through  the  little  mirror,  and  above  and 
beyond  the  heads  of  the  busy  breakfasters  along 
the  serving-counter,  a  large  man  in  the  wash- 
room scrubbing  his  face  vigorously  with  a  towel. 

Each  time  Scott  looked  up  from  his  breakfast 
into  the  mirror  the  man  redoubled  his  efforts  to 
do  a  good  job  with  the  towel,  hiding  his  face 
meantime  well  within  its  folds.  The  scout's  curi- 
osity was  mildly  enough  aroused  to  impel  him  to 
watch  the  diligent  rubbing  with  some  interest. 
He  saw,  too,  presently  that  the  man  was  steaUng 
glances  out  of  his  towel  at  him  and  yet  between 
times  intently  rubbhig  his  face. 
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This  seemed  odd,  and  Scot.,  now  eying  the  man 
more  carefully,  noted  his  nervousness  and  won- 
dered at  it.    However,  he  continued  to  enjoy  his 
own  meal.    The  waiter  who  had  served  him,  hur- 
ned  and  impatient,  also  noticed  the  waiting  break- 
fast untouched  and  called  sharply  to  the  man  in 
the  wash-room  that  his  ham  was  served  a  .d,  with 
scant  regard  for  fine  words,  bade  him  come  eat  it. 
This  urgent  invitation  only  added  to  the  iU- 
concealed  embarrassment  of  the  stalling  guest- 
but  it  interested  the  scout  even  more  in  the  de- 
veloping situation.    Scott  finished  nis  breakfast 
and  gave  himself  entirely  over  to  watching  in  a 
lazy  way  the  man  who  was  making  so  elaborate 
a  toilet. 

There  was  no  escape  from  either  end  of  the 
car.    That  could  be  managed  only  through  the 
side  doors,  which  were  too  close  to  Scott  to  be 
available,  and  the  scout,  now  fairly  well  enlight- 
ened and  prepared,  merely  awaited  developments 
He  wanted  to  see  the  man  come  to  his  breakfast 
and  the  man  in  the  wash-room,  combing  his  hair 
with  vigor  and  peering  anxiously  through  his  own 
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scrap  of  a  mirror  at  Bob  Scott,  wanted  to  see  the 
scout  finish  his  coffee  and  leave  the  car.  Scott, 
however,  pounding  ostentatiously  on  the  table, 
called  for  a  second  cup  of  coffee  and  sipped  it 
with  apparent  satisfaction.  It  was  a  game  of  cat 
and  mouse — with  the  mouse,  in  this  instance, 
bigger  than  the  cat,  but  as  shy  and  reluctant  to 
move  as  any  mouse  could  be  in  a  cat's  presence. 
Scott  waited  until  he  thought  the  embarrassed 
man  would  have  brushed  the  hair  all  out  of  his 
head,  and  at  last,  in  spite  of  himself,  laughed. 
As  he  did  so,  he  turned  half-way  around  on  his 
stool  and  lifted  his  finger. 

"Come,  Rebstock,"  he  smiled,  calling  to  the 
fugitive.    "Your  breakfast  is  getting  cold." 

The  man,  turning  as  red  as  a  beet,  looked  over 
the  heads  of  those  that  sat  between  him  and  his 
tantalizing  captor.  But  putting  the  best  face 
he  could  on  the  dilemma  and  eying  Scott  ner- 
vously he  walked  over  and,  with  evident  reluc- 
tance, made  ready  to  sit  down  beside  him. 

"Take  your  time,"  suggested  Scott  pleasantly. 
Then,  as  Rebstock,  quite  crestfallen,  seated  him- 
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self,  he  added:  "Hadn't  I  better  order  a  hot  cup 
of  coffee  for  you?"  He  took  hold  of  the  cup  as 
he  spoke,  and  looked  hard  at  the  gambler  while 
making  the  suggestion. 

"No,  no,"  responded  Rebstock,  equaUy  polite 
and  equaUy  insistent,  as  he  held  his  hand  over 
the  cup  and  begged  Scott  not  to  mind.  "This 
is  all  right." 

"How  was  the  walking  last  night?  "  asked  Scott, 
passing  the  fugitive  a  big  plate  of  bread.  Reb- 
stock lifted  his  eyes  from  his  plate  for  the  briefest 
kind  of  a  moment. 

"The-eh-walking?  I  don't  know  what  you 
mean,  captain.    I  slept  here  last  night." 

Scott  looked  under  the  table  at  his  victim's 
boots.  "John,"  he  asked  without  a  smile,  "do 
you  ever  walk  in  your  sleep?" 

Rebstock  threw  down  h',  knife  and  fork. 
"Look  here,  stranger,"  he  demanded  with  indig- 
nation. "What  do  you  want?  Can't  a  man  eat 
his  breakfast  in  this  place?  I  ask  you,"  he  de- 
manded, raising  his  right  hand  with  his  knife  in 
It  as  he  appealed  to  the  waiter,  "can't  a  man 
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eat  his  breakfast  in  this  place  without  interrup- 
tion?" 

The  waiter,  standing  with  folded  arms,  regarded 
the  two  men  without  changing  his  stolid  expres- 
sion. "A  man  can  eat  his  breakfast  in  this  place 
without  anything  on  earth  except  money.  If  you 
let  your  ham  get  cold  because  you  were  going  to 
beat  me  out  of  the  price,  and  you  try  to  do  it, 
I'll  drag  you  out  of  here  by  the  heels." 

These  unsympathetic  words  attracted  the  at- 
tention of  every  one  and  the  breakfasters  now 
looked  on  curiously  but  no  one  offered  to  inter- 
fere. Quarrels  and  disputes  were  too  frequent  in 
that  country  to  make  it  prudent  or  desirable  ever 
to  intervene  in  one.  A  man  considered  himself 
lucky  not  to  be  embroiled  in  unpleasantness  in 
spite  of  his  best  efforts  to  keep  out.  Rebstock 
.  turned  again  on  his  pursuer.  "What  do  you  want, 
anyhow,  stranger?"  he  demanded  fiercely.  "A 
fight,  I  reckon." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it.  I  want  you,  Rebstock,"  ex- 
plained Scott  without  in  the  least  raising  his 
voice. 
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Rebstock's  throaty  tones  seemed  to  contract 
mto  a  wheeze.  "What  do  you  want  me  for?" 
he  asked,  looking  nervously  toward  the  other  end 
of  the  car.  As  he  did  so,  a  man  wearing  a  shirt 
and  new  overalls  rose  and  started  for  the  door 
The  mstinct  of  Scott's  suspicion  fastened  itself 
on  the  man  trying  to  leave  the  place  as  being  Reb- 
stock's wanted  companion. 

Rising  like  a  flash,  he  covered  the  second  man 
withhis  pistol.  "Holdon!"  he  exclaimed, pointing 
at  him  with  his  left  hand.  "Come  over  here!" 
The  man  in  overalls  turned  a  calm  face  that 
showed  nothing  more  than  conscious  innocence. 
But  Scott  was  looking  at  his  feet.  His  worn  shoes 
were  crusted  heavily  with  alkaU  mud.  "  What  do 
you  want  with  me?"  snarled  the  man  halted  at 
the  door. 

"I  want  you,"  said  Scott,  "for  burning  Point 
of  Rocks  station  night  before  last.  Here,  part- 
ner," he  continued,  speaking  to  the  waiter.  "I'U 
pay  for  these  two  breakfasts;  search  that  man 
for  me,"  he  continued,  pointing  to  the  man  in 
the  overalls. 
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"Search  him  yourself,"  returned  the  waiter  stol- 
idly.   Scott  turned  like  a  wolf. 

"What's  that?"  Another  expression  stole  over 
his  good-natured  face.  Holding  his  revolver  to 
cover  any  one  that  resisted,  he  turned  his  accus- 
ing finger  upon  the  insolent  waiter.  "You  will 
talk  to  me,  will  you?"  he  demanded  sharply. 
"Do  as  I  tell  you  instantly,  or  I'll  drive  you  out 
of  camp  and  bum  your  shack  to  the  ground. 
When  I  talk  to  you.  General  Jack  Casement  talks, 
and  this  railroad  company  talks.  Search  that 
man!" 

Before  the  last  word  had  passed  his  lips  the 
waiter  jumped  over  the  counter  and  began  turn- 
ing the  pockets  of  the  man  in  the  new  overalls 
inside  out.  The  fellow  kept  a  good  face  even 
after  a  bunch  of  stolen  railroad  tickets  weie  dis- 
covered in  one  pocket.  "A  man  gave  them  to 
me  last  night  to  keep  for  him,"  he  answered 
evenly. 

"Never  mind,"  returned  Scott  with  indifference, 
"I  will  take  care  of  them  for  him." 

The  news  of  the  capture  spread  over  the  camp, 
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and  when  Scott  with  his  two  prisoners  walked 
across  to  General  Casement's  tent  a  crowd  fol- 
lowed. Stanley  had  just  arrived  from  Point  of 
Rocks  by  train  and  was  conferring  with  Casement 
when  Scott  came  to  the  tent  door.  He  greeted 
Bob  and  surveyed  the  captured  fugitives. 

"How  did  you  get  them?"  he  demanded. 

Scott  smiled  and  hung  his  head  as  he  shook 
it,  to  anticipate  compliments.  "They  just  walked 
into  my  arms.  Dave  Hawk  and  the  troopers  are 
looking  for  these  fellows  now  away  down  on 
Bitter  Creek.  They  wandered  into  camp  here  last 
night  to  save  us  the  trouble  of  bringing  them. 
Isn't  that  it,  Rebstock?" 

Rebstock  disavowed,  but  not  pleasantly.  He 
was  not  in  amiable  mood. 

"What  show  has  a  fat  man  got  to  get  away 
from  anybody?"  he  growled. 
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CHAPTER  XIX 

When  Hawk  saw  Bob  Scott,  two  hours  later, 
riding  into  his  camp  on  the  Brushwood  with  the 
two  prisoners,  he  was  taciturn  but  very  much 
surprised. 

Scott  was  disposed  to  make  light  of  the  lucky 
chance,  as  he  termed  it,  that  had  thrown  the  two 
men  into  his  way.  Hawk,  on  the  other  hand, 
declared  in  his  arbitrary  manner  that  it  was  not 
wholly  a  lucky  chance.  He  understood  the  Ind- 
ian's dogged  tenacity  too  well  to  think  for  a  mo- 
ment that  the  fugitives  could  have  escaped  him, 
even  had  he  not  ridden  into  Casement's  camp 
as  he  so  fortuitously  had  done. 

The  scout.  Hawk  knew,  had  the  characl  eristic 
intuition  of  the  frontiersman;  the  mental  attri- 
butes that  combine  with  keen  observation  and 
unusually  good  judgment  as  aids  to  success  when 
circumstances  are  seemingly  hopeless.  Such  men 
may  be  at  fault  in  details,  and  frequently  are,  but 
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they  are  not  often  wholly  wrong  in  conclusions. 
And  in  their  pursuit  of  a  criminal  they  are  like 
trained  hounds,  which  may  frequently  lose  their 
trail  for  a  moment,  but,  before  they  have  gone 
very  far  astray,  come  unerringly  back  to  it. 

"If  they  ever  give  you  a  chance.  Bob,  you  will 
make  a  great  thief-catcher,"  exclaimed  Hawk  with 
his  naturally  prodigal  generosity  of  appreciation. 
"I  certainly  never  expected  to  catch  Rebstock 
and  this  fellow  Seagrue  as  easily  as  that,"  smiled 
Scott,  as  the  troopers  took  charge  of  his  men. 

"If  you  hadn't  caught  them  there  you  would 
have  trailed  them  there.    It  would  only  have 
meant  a  longer  chase." 
"A  whole  lot  longer." 

"When  you  come  to  think  of  it.  Bob,  the  rail- 
road was  their  only  hope,  anyway.  They  did 
right  in  striking  for  it.  Without  horses,  the  big 
camp  and  the  trains  for  Medicine  Bend  every  day 
vere  their  one  chance  to  get  away." 

Scott  assented.    "The  trouble  with  us,"  he 
smiled,  "was  that  we  didn't  think  until  after  it 
was  aU  over.    Sometime  a  man  wiU  come  to 
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these  mountains  who  thinks  things  out  before 
they  happen  instead  of  after.  Then  we  will  have 
a  man  fit  to  run  the  secret  service  on  this  rail- 
road. But  we  are  losing  time,"  he  added,  tight- 
ening up  his  saddle  girths. 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  now?  And  why," 
demanded  Hawk  without  waiting  for  an  answer, 
"did  you  drag  these  men  away  down  here  instead 
of  leaving  them  for  Casement  to  lock  up  until  we 
were  ready  to  take  them  to  Medicine  Bend?" 

"I  am  going  to  drag  them  farther  yet,"  an- 
nounced Scott.  "I  am  going  to  ride  after  the 
French  trader  and  fit  these  two  fellows  out  in 
their  own  clothes  again  to  make  it  easier  for 
Bucks  to  indentify  them." 

"Don't  say  'indentify,'  Bob,  say  'identify,'" 
returned  Hawk  testily. 

Bob  Scott  usually  turned  away  a  sharp  word 
with  silence,  and  although  he  felt  confident  Hawk 
was  wrong,  he  argued  no  further  with  him,  but 
stuck  just  the  same  to  his  own  construction  of 
the  troublesome  word. 
"You've  got  the  right  idea.  Bob,  if  you  have 
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got   the   wrong  word,"  muttered  Hawk.    "Why 
didn't  you  think  of  that  sooner?" 

They  broke  camp  and  started  promptly.  About 
noon  they  overtook  the  trading  outfit  and  after 
some  threatening  forced  the  tricky  teamster  to 
rig  the  two  gamblers  out  in  their  own  apparel. 
Having  done  this,  they  started  on  a  long  ride  for 
Casement's  camp,  reaching  it  again  with  their 
prisoners,  and  all  very  dusty  and  fatigued,  long 
after  dark. 

The  hard  work  voluntarily  undertaken  by  the 
scout  to  aid  the  boy,  as  he  termed  Bucks,  in  iden- 
tifying his  graceless  assailants  was  vindicated  when, 
the  next  morning,  the  party  with  their  prisoners 
arrived  on  a  special  train  at  Point  of  Rocks,  and 
Bucks  immediately  pointed  to  Seagrue  as  the  man 
who  had  first  fired  at  him. 

There  were  a  few  pretty  hot  moments  on  the 
platform  when  Bucks,  among  a  group  of  five  camp 
malefactors  on  their  way  to  Medicine  Bend,  con- 
fronted the  two  men  who  had  tried  to  kill  him, 
and  unhesitatingly  pointed  them  out.  Seagrue, 
tall  and  surly,  denied  vehemently  ever  having  been 
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at  Point  of  Rocks  and  ever  having  seen  Bucks. 
He  declared  the  whole  affair  was  "framed  up"  to 
send  him  to  the  penitentiary.  He  threatened  if  he 
were  "sent  up"  to  come  back  and  kill  Bucks  if 
it  was  twenty  years  later— and  did,  in  that  re- 
spect, try  to  keep  his  word. 

But  his  threats  availed  him  nothing,  and  John 
Rebstock  who,  though  still  young,  was  a  sly  fox 
in  crooked  ways,  contented  himself  with  a  philo- 
sophical denial  of  everything  alleged  against  him, 
adding  only  b  an  mjured  tone  that  nobody  would 
believe  a  fat  man  anyway. 

It  was  he,  however,  rather  than  the  less  clever 
Seagrue,  who  had  begun  to  excite  sympathy  for 
what  he  called  his  luckless  plight  and  that  of  his 
companion,  before  they  had  left  the  railroad  camp. 
Among  the  five  evil-doers  who  had  been  rounded- 
up  and  deported  for  the  jail  at  Medidne  Bend, 
and  now  accompanied  the  two  -amblers,  Reb- 
stock spread  every  story  he  could  think  of  to 
arouse  his  friends  at  Medicine  Bend  to  a  demon- 
stration in  his  behalf. 
The  very  first  efforts  at  putting  civil  law  and 
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order  into  effect  were  just  then  being  tried  in 
the  new  and  lawless  frontier  railroad  town  and 
the  contest  between  the  two  elements  of  decency 
and  of  license  had  reached  an  acute  pass  w  iu  .1 
Rebstock  and  Seagrue  were  thrown  into  jail  i< 
Medicine  Bend.  A  case  of  sympathy  f,.  tlvm 
was  not  hard  to  work  up  among  mca  uf  (htlr 
own  kind  and  threats  were  heard  up  and 
down  Front  Street  that  if  the  railraidinj;  „f 
two  innocent  men  to  the  penitentiary  were 
attempted  something  would  happen. 

Railroad  men  themselves,  hearing  the  mutter- 
ings,  brought  word  of  them  to  head-quarters, 
but  Stanley  was  in  no  wise  disturbed.  He  had 
wanted  to  make  an  example  for  the  benefit  of  the 
criminals  who  swarmed  to  the  town,  and  now 
welcomed  the  chance  to  put  the  law's  rigor  on 
the  men  that  had  tried  to  assassinate  his  favorite 
operator.  Bucks,  lest  he  might  be  made  the  vic- 
tim of  a  more  successful  attack,  was  brought 
down  from  Point  of  Rocks  the  first  moment  he 
could  be  relieved.  A  plot  to  put  him  out  of  the 
way,  as  the  sole  witness  against  the  accused  gam- 
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biers,  was  uncovered  by  Scott  almost  as  soon  as 
Bucks  had  returned  to  the  big  town  and,  warned 
by  his  careful  friend,  he  rarely  went  up  street 
except  with  a  companion— most  frequently  with 
Scott  himself. 

As  the  day  set  for  Rebstock's  trial  drew  near, 
rumors  were  heard  of  a  jail  delivery.  The  jail 
itself  was  a  flimsy  wooden  alfair,  and  so  crude  in 
its  appomtments  that  any  civilized  man  would 
have  been  justified  in  breaking  out  of  it. 

Nor  was  Brush,  the  sheriff,  much  more  formi- 
dable than  the  jail  itself.  This  official  sought  to 
curry  favor  with  the  townspeople— and  that  r:  .it, 
pretty  nearly,  with  the  desperadoes— as  well  as  to 
stand  well  with  the  railroad  men;  and  in  his  ef- 
fort to  do  both  he  succeeded  in  doing  neither. 

Bucks  was  given  a  night  trick  on  his  old  wire 
in  the  local  station,  and  in  spite  of  the  round  of 
excitement  about  him  settled  down  to  the  routine 
of  regular  work.  The  constant  westbound  move- 
ment of  construction  material  made  his  duties 
heavier  than  before,  but  he  seemed  able  to  do 
whatever  work  he  was  assigned  to  and  gained 
248 


If. 


The  Mountain  Divide 

the   reputation  of  being  dependable,   wherever 
put. 

He  had  risen  one  night  from  his  key,  after  de- 
spatching a  batch  of  messages,  to  stir  the  fire— 
the  night  was  frosty— when  he  heard  an  alterca- 
tion outside  on  the  platform.  In  another  mo- 
ment the  waiting-room  door  was  thrown  open 
and  Bucks  turned  from  the  stove,  poker  in  hand, 
to  see  a  man  in  the  extremity  of  fear  rush  into  his 
lonely  office. 

The  man,  hatless  and  coatless  and  evidently 
trying  to  escape  from  some  one,  was  so  panic- 
stricken  that  his  eyes  bulged  from  their  sockets, 
and  his  beard  was  so  awsy  that  it  was  a  moment 
before  Bucks  recognized  his  old  acquaintance 
Dan  Baggs. 

"They  are  after  me,  Bucks,"  cried  Baggs,  clos- 
ing the  door  in  desperation.  "They  will  kill  me 
—hide  me  or  they'll  kill  me." 

Before  the  operator  could  ask  a  question  in 

explanation,  almost  before  the  words  were  out  of 

the  frightened  engineman's  mouth,  and  with  Bucks 

pointing  with  his  poker  to  the  door,  trying  to  tell 
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Baggs  to  lock  it,  the  door  again  flew  open  and 
Bucks  saw  the  face  of  a  Front  Street  confidence 
man  bursting  through  it. 

Bucks  sprang  forward  to  secure  the  door  be- 
hind the  intruder,  but  he  was  too  late  even  for 
that.  Half  a  dozen  more  men  crowded  into  the 
room.  To  ask  questions  was  useless;  every  one 
began  talking  at  once.  Baggs,  paralyzed  with 
fear,  cowered  behind  the  stove  and  the  confi(fence 
man,  catching  sight  of  him,  tried  to  crowd  through 
the  wicket  gate.  As  he  sprang  toward  it,  Bucks 
confronted  him  with  his  poker. 

"Let  that  gate  alone  or  I'll  brain  you,"  he  cried, 
hardly  realizing  what  he  was  saying,  but  well  re- 
solved what  to  do. 

The  gambler,  infuriated,  pointed  to  Baggs. 
"Throw  that  cur  out  here,"  he  yelled. 

Baggs,  now  less  exposed  to  his  enemies,  sum- 
moned the  small  remnant  of  his  own  courage  and 
began  to  abuse  his  pursuer. 

lucks,  between  the  two  men  with  his  poker, 
tried  to  stop  the  din  long  enough  to  get  informa- 
tion.   He  drew  the  enraged  gambler  into  a  con- 
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troversy  of  words  and  used  the  interval  to  step 
to  his  key.    As  he  did  so,  Baggs,  catching  up  a 
monkey-wrench  that  Bucks  ordinarily  used  on  his 
letter-press,  again  defied  his  enemy. 

It  was  only  a  momentary  burst  of  courage,  but 
It  saved  the  situation.    Taking  advantage  of  the 
mstant,  Bucks  slipped  the  fingers  of  his  left  hand 
over  the  telegraph  key  and  wired  the  despatchers 
upstairs  for  help.  It  was  none  too  soon.  The  men 
leaning  against  the  railing,  pushed  it  harder  aU 
along  the  Une.    It  swayed  with  an  ominous  crack 
and  the  fastening  gave  way.   Baggs  cowered.    His 
pursuers  yelled,   and   with   one  more  push  the 
railing  crashed  forward  and  the  confidence  man 
sprang  for  the  engineer.   Baggs  ran  back  to  where 
Bucks   stood    before   his  table,  and  the  latter, 
clutching  his  revolver,  warned  Baggs's  pursuers 
not  to  lay  a  hand  on  him. 

Defying  the  single-handed  defender,  the  gam- 
bler whipped  out  his  o^m  pistol  to  put  an  end  to 
the  fight.  It  was  the  signal  for  his  followers,  and 
m  another  minute  half  a  dozen  guns  covered 
Bucks  and  his  companion. 
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Seconds  meant  minutes  then.  Bucks  under- 
stood that  only  one  shot  was  needed  as  the  signal 
for  his  own  destruction.  What  he  did  not  quite 
realize  was  that  the  gambler  confronting  him  and 
his  victim  read  something  in  Bucks's  eye  that 
caused  him  to  hesitate.  He  felt  that  if  a  shot 
were  fired,  whatever  else  happened,  it  would  mean 
his  own  death  at  Bucks's  hand.  It  was  this  that 
restrained  him,  and  the  instant  saved  the  oper- 
ator's life. 

He  heard  the  clattering  of  feet  down  the  out- 
side stairway,  and  the  next  moment  through  the 
open  door  on  the  nm  dashed  Bill  Dancing,  swing- 
ing a  piece  of  iron  pipe  as  big  as  a  crow-bar.  The 
yardmaster,  Callahan,  was  at  his  heels,  and  the 
two,  tearing  their  way  through  the  room,  struck 
without  mercy. 

The  thugs  crowded  to  the  door.  The  narrow 
opening  choked  with  men  trying  to  dodge  the 
blows  rained  upon  them  by  Dancing  and  Calla- 
han. Before  Baggs  could  rub  his  eyes  the  room 
was  cleared,  and  half  a  dozen  trainmen  hastily 
summoned  and  led  by  a  despatcher  were  engaged 
252 


The  Mountain  Divide 

out  upon  the  platform  in  a  free  fight  with  the 
Front  Street  ruffians. 

Within  the  office,  the  despatcher  found  Bucks 
talking  to  Callahan,  while  Baggs  was  trying  to 
explain  to  BiU  Dancing  how  the  confidence  men 
had  tried  to  inveigle  him  into  a  "shell "  game  and, 
when  they  found  they  could  not  rob  him  of  his 
month's  pay  in  any  other  way,  had  knocked  him 
down  to  pick  his  pockets. 

Callahan,  who  knew  the  trouble-making  ele- 
ment better  than  any  of  the  raUroad  men,  went 
up  town  to  estimate  the  feeling  after  the  fight, 
which  was  now  being  discussed  b>  crowds  every- 
where along  Front  Street.  For  every  bruised  and 
sore  head  marked  by  the  punishment  given  by 
Dancing  in  the  defence  of  Baggs  a  new  enemy 
and  an  active  one  had  been  made. 

Stanley  came  in  late  from  the  west  and  heard 
the  story  of  the  fight.  His  comment  was  brief 
but  significant.  "It  wiU  soon  be  getting  so  they 
won't  wait  for  the  railroad  men  to  draw  their 
pay.  They  will  come  down  here,"  said  he  iron- 
ically, "to  draw  it  for  them." 

353 


CHAP!i.R  XX 

A  SECOND  and  mo  e  serious  disturbance  fol- 
lowed close  on  the  fight  at  the  railroad  station. 
A  passenger  alighting  in  the  evening  from  a  west- 
bound train  was  set  upon,  robbed,  and  beaten  into 
insensibility  within  ten  feet  of  the  train  platform. 
A  dozen  other  passengers  hastened  to  his  assist- 
ance. They  joined  in  repulsing  his  assailants  and 
were  beating  them  off  when  other  thugs,  reinforc- 
ing their  fellows,  attacked  the  passengers  and 
those  railroad  men  that  had  hurried  up  to  drive 
off  the  miscreants. 

In  the  mel^e,  a  brakeman  was  shot  through  the 
head  and  a  second  passenger  wounHed.  But  the 
railroad  men  rallied  and,  returning  the  pistol  fire, 
drove  off  the  outlaws. 

The  train  was  hurried  out  of  town  and  measures 
were  taken  at  once  to  defend  the  railroad  prop- 
erty for  the  night.    Guards  were  set  in  the  yards, 
and  a  patrol  established  about  the  roundhouse, 
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the   railroad   hotel  and   the  eating-house   and 
freight-houses. 

Stanley,  with  his  car  attached  to  the  night  pas- 
senger train,  was  on  his  way  to  Casement's  camp 
when  the  fight  occurred},  and  had  taken  Bucks 
with  him.  The  despatch  detailing  the  disturb- 
ance reached  him  at  a  smaU  station  east  of 
Point  of  Rocks,  where  he  was  awakened  and  the 
message  was  read  to  him  advising  the  manager 
of  the  murder  of  the  brakeman. 

A  freight-train,  east-bound,  stood  on  the  passmg 
track.  Stanley  roused  Bucks  and,  notifying  the 
despatchers,  ordered  the  engine  cut  off  from  the 
freight-train,  swung  up  into  the  cab,  and  started 
for  Medicine  Bend.  As  they  pulled  out,  light, 
Stanley  asked  for  every  notch  of  speed  the  lum- 
bering engine  could  stand,  and  OUver  Sellers,  the 
engineman,  urged  the  big  machine  to  its  limit. 

The  new  track,  laid  hastily  and  only  freshly  bal- 
lasted, was  as  rough  as  corduroy,  and  the  lurching 
of  the  big  diamond  stack  made  the  cab  topple  at 
every  rail  joint.  But  Sollers  was  not  the  runner 
to  lose  ner^-e  under  difficulties  and  did  not  lessen 
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the  pressure  on  the  pistons.  If  Stanley,  deter- 
mined and  silent,  his  lips  set  and  hanging  on  for 
dear  life  as  the  cab  jumped  and  swung  under  him, 
felt  any  qualms  at  the  dangerous  pace  he  had 
asked  for,  he  betrayed  none.  With  Bucks,  open- 
eyed  with  surprise,  hanging  on  in  front  of  him, 
Stanley  gave  no  heed  to  the  bouncing,  and  the 
freight-engine  pounded  through  the  mountains 
like  a  steam-roller  with  a  touch  of  crushed-stone 
delirium.  Hour  after  hour  the  wild  pace  was 
kept  up  through  the  Sleepy  Cat  Mountains  and 
across  the  Sweet  Grass  Plains.  There  was  no  eas- 
ing up  until  the  frantic  machine  struck  the  gorge 
of  the  Medicine  River  and  whistled  for  the  long 
yards  dbove  the  roundhouse. 

Things  had  so  quieted  down  by  the  time  Stan- 
ley, springing  up  the  stairs  two  steps  at  a  time, 
reached  the  despatchers'  office,  that  they  were 
sorry  they  had  sent  in  such  haste  for  him.  Stan- 
ley himself  had  no  rcgiets.  He  knew  better  than 
those  about  him  the  temper  of  the  crowd  he  had 
to  deal  with  and  felt  that  he  needed  every  min- 
ute to  prepare  for  what  he  had  to  do.  Bucks  was 
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sent  to  bring  in  Dancing,  Bob  Scott,  and  the  more 
resolute  among  tlie  railroad  men.  A  brief  con- 
sultation was  held,  and  the  attitude  of  the  gam- 
blers carefully  discussed. 

Scott,  who  had  been  up  town  since  the  murder 
had  coUected  sufficient  proof  that  the  chief  out- 
law, Levake,  had  done  the  shooting,  and  Stanley 
now  sent  Scott  to  Brush,  the  sheriff,  with  a  verbal 
message  demanding  Levake's  arrest. 

Every  man  that  heard  the  order  given  knew 
what  ,t  meant.  Every  one  that  listened  realized 
It  was  the  begimiing  of  a  fight  in  which  there 
could  be  no  retreat  for  Stanley;  that  it  would  be 
a  fight  to  a  finish,  and  that  no  man  could  say 
where  it  would  end. 

Bob  Scott  hitched  his  trousers  at  the  word  from 
his  sandy-haired  chief.  For  Bob,  orders  meant 
orders  and  the  terror  of  Levake's  name  in  Medi- 
cme  Bend  had  no  effect  on  him. 

"You  might  as  well  ask  a  jack-rabbit  to  tackle 
a  momitain  lion  as  to  try  to  get  Brush  to  arrest 
Levake,"  declared  Dave  Hawk  cynically. 
But  Stanley's  hand  struck  the  table  like  a  ham- 
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mer:  "We  are  going  to  have  a  show-down  here. 
We  will  go  through  the  forms;  this  is  the  beginning 
— and  I  am  going  to  follow  it  to  the  end.  Either 
Levake  has  got  to  quit  the  town  or  I  have." 

Dave  Hawk  looked  around  with  a  new  idea. 
He  bent  his  eyes  on  Bob:  "Better  get  Brush  to 
deputize  ycu  to  make  the  arrest." 

"That  is  it!"  exclaimed  Stanley.  "'Get  him 
to  deputize  you,  Bob,  and  we  will  clean  up  this 
town  as  it  hasn't  been  cleaned  since  the  flood." 

Scott  shook  his  head:  "I  don't  beUeve  Brush 
has  the  sand  for  that.    We  will  see." 

Up  Front  Street,  through  the  various  groups  of 
men  stil)  discussing  the  events  of  the  evening, 
Scott,  followed  only  by  Bill  Dancing,  made  his 
way,  nodding  and  patiently  or  pleasantly  grin- 
ning as  the  greetings  or  ridicule  of  the  crowd 
were  thrown  at  him.  He  went  to  the  rooms  of 
the  sheriff  only  to  find  them  locked,  and  made  his 
way  down  town  again  looking  through  the  resorts 
in  a  search  for  Brush. 

After  much  trouble,  he  found  him  at  a  gaming- 
table, inclined  to  appear  sceptical  as  to  the 
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story   that   Levake   had  killed  an   unoffending 
brakeman.    When  Scott  repeated  Stanley's  de- 
mand that  Levake  be  arrested,  the  sheriff  slammed 
down  his  cards  and  declared  he  would  not  be 
made  a  cat's-paw  for  any  man;  that  the  brake- 
man    according  to  accounts  reaching  him,  had 
been  killed  in  a  fair  fight  and  he  would  hear  no 
more  of  it.    Then,  as  if  his  game  had  been  un- 
reasonably interfered  with  and  his  peace  of  mind 
mjured,  he  rose  from  the  table  to  relieve  his  an- 
noyance. 

Meantime  Bill  Dancing  slipped  into  his   va- 
cated seat,  picked  up  the  discarded  hand  of  cards 
and  announced  it  was  too  good  to  throw  away. 
Will  anybody,"  BiU   asked   dryly,   "play   the 
hand  with  me  while  Brush  is  arresting  Levake?" 
The  laugh  of  Brush's  own  companions  at  this  pro- 
posal stung  him  as  an  imputation  of  his  cow- 
ardice, and  he  made  an  additional  display  of  rage 
to  counteract  the  unconcealed  contempt  in  which 
nis  cronies  held  him. 

He  turned  on  Scott  angrily.    "Go  arrest  the 
man  yourself,  if  you  want  him,"  he  thundered. 
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Scott  snapped  up  the  suggestion.  He  pointed 
a  lean  finger  at  the  shifty  peace  officer.  "Depu- 
tize me  to  do  it,  if  you  dare,  Brush!"  he  softly 
exclaimed,  fixing  his  brown  eyes  on  the  flushed 
face  of  the  coward. 

Not  a  man  in  the  room  moved  or  spoke.  Brush 
saw  himself  trapped.  Scott's  finger  called  for 
an  answer  and  the  sheriff  found  no  escape.  "I 
knew  you  hadn't  the  nerve  to  give  me  a  deputy's 
badge,"  laughed  Scott,  to  spur  the  man's  lagging 
courage;  "you  are  too  afraid  of  Levake." 

The  taunt  had  its  effect.  Brush  raved  about 
his  courage,  and  Bill  Dancing,  slapping  him  fero- 
ciously on  the  back,  convinced  him  that  he  really 
was  a  brave  man.  Taken  volubly  in  tow  by 
the  two  railroad  emissaries,  who  were  far  from 
being  as  simple  as  they  seemed.  Brush  returned 
to  his  lodgings  at  the  jail  to  issue  the  coveted 
paper  authorizing  Scott  to  serve  any  warrants  in 
his  stead. 

Before  the  ink  was  dry  on  the  certificate  the 
word  had  gone  down  Front  Street,  and  the  town 
knew  that  Levake's  arrest  was  in  prospect.    As 
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Dancing  and  Scott  left  the  jail  and  walked  down 
to  the  station,  they  were  surrounded  by  a  curious 
Uirong  of  men  watching  for  further  developments 
m  the  approaching  crisis  of  the  struggle  with  out- 
lawry m  the  railroad  town. 

The  night  was  far  advanced,  but  a  third  ele- 
ment was  now  to  make  itself  felt  in  the  situation. 
The  aecent  business  men  had  already  seen  the 
approach  of  the  storm  and  resolved  on  protecting 
their  own  interests,  which  tney  realized  were  on 
the  side  of  law  and  order.    Word  had  been  passed 
from  one  to  another  of  a  proposed  meeting     It 
^as  held  toward  daybreak  in  a  ^    ret  place.    One 
and  aU  present  were  pledged  to  uct  together  under 
a  leadership  then  and  there  agreed  upon,  and  after 
so  organizing,  with  a  resolute  merchant  named  At- 
kinson at  their  head,  and  with  a  quiet  that  fore- 
boded no  good  to  the  gamblers  and  outlaws,  the 
men  who  had  gone  to  the  rendezvous  as  business 
men  left  it  as  vigilantes,  banded  together  to  defend 
their  rights  and  property  against  the  lawless  ele- 
ment that  had  terrorized  legitimate  business. 

In  the  morning  secret  word  was  brought  by 
Atkinson  to  Stanley  of  the  resolve  of  the  new 
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allies  to  stand  by  him  in  his  efforts  to  rid  the 
town  of  its  undesirables  for  good  and  all.  It  was 
welcome  intelligence,  and  the  raikoad  chief 
assured  the  plucky  merchant  of  his  hearty  co- 
operation in  the  designs  of  the  newly  constituted 
law-and-order  committee. 

"When  the  machinery  of  the  law  has  miserably 
failed  to  protect  our  lives  and  property,"  he  said 
concisely,  "we  have  nothing  left  for  it  but  to  pro- 
tect them  ourselves."  Arms  had  been  telegraphed 
for  and  every  effort  made  to  secure  troops  in  the 
emergency.  But  the  Indian  uprising  had  taken 
every  available  infantryman  and  trooper  into  the 
north  and  there  was  not  now  suiEcient  time  to 
get  them  together  for  action.  The  raikoad  men, 
Stanley  knew,  must  depend  on  themselves  and 
upon  such  assistance  as  the  decent  element  in  the 
town  could  render. 

Meantime  the  outlaws  were  not  idle.  They 
spent  the  day  whippmg  the  gamblers  and  their 
hangers-on  into  line,  upon  the  prediction  that 
if  they  themselves  were  dispersed  scant  quarter 
would  be  shown  their  disorderly  associates. 

Scott  spent  the  day  leisurely.    Stanley  had 
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askea  him  not  to  move  until  his  own  arrange- 
ments  for  a  defensive  fight  were  completed.    That 
the  outlaws  had  secret  sources  of  information  eve, 
m  the  railroad  circles,  came  out  startlingly     A 
special  train-an  express  car  puUed  by  an  engine 
-entered  the  railroad  yard  at  dusk  that  evening 
when  a  party  of  men  rumung  out  from  the  cover 
of  the  freight  warehouse  attempted  to  rush  it  for 
arms  and  ammum'tion. 

They  were  met  at  the  car  doors  by  six  of  the 
best  men  that  could  be  picked  up  along  the  hne 
during  the  day  run  of  the  special  across  the  plains. 
Stanley  had  wired  instructions  to  head-quarters  to 
send  him  six  men  that  feared  neither  smoke  nor 
powder,  and  six  stalwarts  taken  on  at  Grand  Is- 
land, North  Platte,  and  Julesburg  guarded  the 
car  and  tumbled  like  cats  out  of  a  bag  upon  the 
surprised  raiders. 

The  encounter  was  spirited,  but  it  took  only  a 
moment  to  convince  the  assaulting  party  that 
they  had  made  a  mistake.  Clubbing  tneir  heavy 
revolvers,  the  guards,  any  one  of  whom  in  close 
quarters  could  account  for  two  ordinary  men, 
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threw  themselves  from  the  car  step  directly  into 
the  crowd  and  struck  right  and  left.  There  was 
no  regard  for  persons,  and  in  the  half-dark  the 
Medicine  Bend  ruffians,  surprised  and  confused, 
were  soon  fighting  one  another. 

But  one-sided  as  the  contest  was,  it  did  not  go 
fast  enough  to  suit  the  guards,  who,  seizing  the 
clubs  thrown  away  by  the  rabble,  charged  them 
in  a  line  and  drove  them  up  the  street.  Railroad 
men  who  came  running  from  the  station  to  help 
were  too  late.  The  flurry  was  over  and  they 
found  nothing  to  do  but  to  cheer  their  new 
aids. 

Nor  were  the  gamblers  asleep.  Word  had  gone 
out  both  east  and  west  of  the  approaching  crisis 
between  the  disorderly  and  the  law-and-order 
elements,  and  every  passenger  train  into  Medicine 
Bend  brought  mysterious  men  from  tuwns  and 
railroad  camps  who  were  openly  or  secretly  allied 
in  one  or  another  vicious  calling  to  the  classes 
that  were  now  making  a  stand  for  the  rule  or 
ruin  of  the  railroad  town. 

A  mob  of  sympathizers  gathered  in  Front  Street 
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to  protect  from  further  punishment  the  oarty  that 
had  tried  to  capture  the  express  car.'  But  the 
raUroad  men  had  no  idea  of  pursuing  the  raiders 
beyond  the  yard  limits,  and  indeed  were  restrained 
by  strict  orders  from  doing  so.    Stanley  sent  word 
immediately  to  the  sheriff,  demanding  the  arrest 
of  the  new  peace-disturbers,  but  the  sheriff  no 
longer  made  a  pretence  of  arresting  law-breakers. 
In  Front  Street,  the  mob,  emboldened  by  their 
apparent  control  of  the  situation  and  increasing 
in  clamor  and  numbers,  were  now  in  a  humor 
for  anything  that  promised  pillage  or  vengeance 
There  were  still  among  them  a  few  cool-headed 
cnminals  who  counselled  caution,  but  these  were 
hooted  down  by  men  who  had  never  tasted  the 
rigor  of  vigilante  rule. 

Out  of  a  dozen  wild  schemes  broached  by  as 
many  wild  heads  of  the  excited  crowd,  in  which 
were  now  lined  up  for  any  lawlessness  all  the 
Idlers,  floaters,  the  improvident,  and  the  reckless 
elements  of  a  frontier  gambling  town,  one  caught 
the  popular  fancy.  Some  one  proposed  a  jaU 
dehvery  to  release  Rebstock  and  Seagrue,  perse- 
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cuted  by  th  railroad  company.  The  idea  spread 
like  wildfire,  and  a  score  of  men,  reinforced  by 
more  at  every  door  as  they  proceeded  ip  Front 
Street,  made  their  wav  to  the  jail. 

Fast  as  they  came,  time  was  given  for  \.">'d  to 
the  sheriff,  who  conveniently  got  out  of  the  way, 
and,  led  by  ha''  a  dozen  men  with  crow-bars  and 
spike-mauls,  the  outlaws  surrounded  and  over- 
ran the  jail  yard  and  without  a  show  o''  resistance 
from  any  one  begi^n  smashing  in  the  entrance  and 
battering  down  the  cell  doors. 

The  first  suggestion  included  only  the  delivery 
of  the  two  men.  But  this  was  effected  so  easily 
that  more  was  undertaken.  The  jail  at  Medicine 
Bend,  being  the  only  one  within  many  miles  in 
any  direction,  harbored  the  criminals  of  the  whole 
mountain  region,  and  these  now  cried  to  friendly 
ears  for  their  own  freedom.  Cell  after  cell  was 
batterei^  open  and  the  released  criminals,  snatch- 
ing tools  from  the  mob,  led  in  the  fight  to  free 
their  fellows.  In  less  than  half  an  hour  every 
cell  had  been  emptied  and  a  score  of  hardened 
malefactors  had  been  added  to  the  mob,  which 
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now  p-oposed  to  celebrate  the  success  of  its  un- 
dertaking by  setting  fire  to  the  jail  itself. 

The  vigilantes  down  town,  thou?h  Uking  the 
alarm,  had  moved  too  slowly.  A  jail  deUvery 
meant,  they  knew,  that  their  stores  would  be 
looted,  and,  under  the  leadership  of  Atkinson 
they  attempted  to  avert  the  mischief  impend- 
ing. 

Gathering  twenty-five  determined  men,  they 
started  with  a  shout  for  the  hill,  only  to  see  the 
sky  alreauy  lighting  with  the  flames  of  the  burn- 
ing building.  The  mob,  not  understanding  at 
first,  welcomed  the  new-comers  with  a  roar  of 
approval. 

But  they  were  soon  undeceived.  The  vigilantes 
began  to  try  to  save  the  jail  and  their  efforts 
brought  about  the  first  clash  of  a  night  destined 
long  to  be  remembered  in  Medicine  Bend.  The 
brawlers  in  the  crowd  stayed  to  fijht  the  vigi- 
lantes. The  thievcS  and  ni^ht-birds  fell  away  in 
the  darkness,  and  like  black  cats  scurried  down 
town  to  pillage  the  stores  and  warehouses  of  the 
fire-fighters  on  the  hill. 
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The  few  clerks  and  watchmen  defending  the 
stores,  these  knaves  made  short  work  of.  Dan- 
cing and  Scott,  with  Stanley,  Bucks,  and  a  party 
of  railroad  men,  uneasy  at  the  leports  from  the 
jail  and  now  able  to  see  the  sky  reddening  with 
the  flames,  moved  in  and  out  of  the  gloom  of  side 
streets  to  keep  track  of  the  alarming  situation 
and  were  the  earUest  to  discover  the  looting  move- 
ment. 

A  convenient  general  store  at  Front  and  HiU 
Streets  was  the  first  to  be  piU.ged.  Dancing 
wanted  to  lead  a  party  against  the  looters,  but 
Stunley  pointed  out  the  folly  of  half  a  dozen  men 
trying  to  police  the  whole  street. 

"We  can  do  nothing  here,  BiU.  Those  vigi- 
lantes have  no  business  on  the  hill.  Get  word  to 
them,  if  you  can,  that  the  stores  are  being  robbed. 
They  can't  save  the  jail;  they  ought  to  come 
back  and  save  their  own  property.  I  can't  bring 
men  up  from  the  roundhouse.  We've  got  to 
protect  our  own  property  first.  If  we  could  get 
word  to  them— but  a  man  never  could  get  through 
that  mob  to  the  jail." 
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"I  reckon  I  can,  colonel,'   said  Bill  Dancing 

throwing  off  his  coat. 
"They  mil  kill  you,  Bill,'   predicted  Stanley 
"No,"  growle<l  the  lineman,  rolling  up  his  shirt 

sleeves.    "Not  me.    I  wouldn't  stand  for  it  " 
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CHAPTER  XXI 

Slippjxg  away  behind  the  long  warehouses  in 
Front  Street  and  moving  swiftly  in  and  out  of 
friendly  shadows  on  his  long  journey  up  the  hill, 
Dancing  started  for  the  jail.  He  was  hardly  more 
than  well  under  way  when  he  was  aware  of  one 
following  him  and,  turning  to  fell  him  with  his 
fist,  he  started  as  he  found  it  was  Bucks. 

The  latter  confronted  him  coolly:  "Go  ahead, 
Bill;  I  am  going  with  you." 

"Who  said  you  could  go?"  exclaimed  the  line- 
man.   "You  can't.    Go  back!" 
Bucks  stood  his  ground. 
"Do  you  want  to  get  killed?"  thundered  Dan- 
cing hotly. 

"Two  are  better  than  one  on  a  job  like  this," 
returned  Bucks,  without  giving  way.  "Go  on, 
will  you?" 

With  a  volley  of  grumbling  objections.  Dan- 
cing at  length  directed  Bucks  to  ctick  close  to  him, 
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whatever  happened,  and  to  fight  the  best  he  could 
m  case  they  were  cornered. 

Mead  of  them  the  glare  of  the  conflagration 
lighted  the  sky  and  the  air  was  filled  with  the 
shouts  of  the  mob  surrounding  the  fighting  vigi- 
lantes. Only  half  a  block  away,  men  were  hurn:- 
mg  up  and  down  Front  Street,  while  the  two  clal 
bered  along  the  obscure  and  half-opened  street 
leading  to  the  jail  and  paraUel  to  the  main  thor- 
oughfare. 

Dancing,  to  whom  every  foot  of  the  rocky  way 
was  famihar  and  who  could  get  over  obstructions 
m  the  dark  as  weU  as  if  it  were  day,  led  the  way 
with  a  celerity  that  kept  his  companion  breathing 
fast.    Both  had  long  legs,  but  Dancing  in  some 
mysterious  way  planted  his  feet  with  marvellous 
certainty  of  eflfect,  while  Bucks  slipped  and  floun- 
dered over  rocks  and  brush  piles  and  across  gui- 
des until  they  took  a  short  cut  through  a  resi- 
dence yard  and  fomid  themselves  on  the  heels  of 
the  mob  surrounding  the  burning  jafl  and  in  the 
glare  of  the  fire  in  upper  Front  Street. 
"Stick  close,   sonny,"  muttered  the  lineman, 
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"we  must  push  through  these  feUows  before  they 
reco'nize  us." 

He  stooped  as  he  spoke  and  picked  up  a  piece 
of  hickory— the  broken  handle  of  a  spike-maul. 
"Railroad  property  anyway,"  he  muttered.  "It 
might  come  handy.  But  gum  shoes  for  us  now 
till  we  are  forced.  Perhaps  we  can  sneak  all  the 
way  through." 

Without  further  ado  Dancing,  with  Bucks  on 
his  heels,  elbowed  his  way  into  the  crowd.  The 
outer  fringe  of  this  he  knew  was  not  dangerous, 
bemg  made  up  chiefly  of  onlookers.  But  in  an- 
other minute  the  two  were  in  the  midst  of  a 
yelling,  swaying  mix-up  between  the  aggressive 
mob  and  a  thin  fringe  of  vigilantes,  who,  hard- 
pressed,  had  abandoned  the  jail  to  its  fate  and 
were  trying  to  fight  their  way  down  town. 

Dancing,  like  a  war-horse  made  suddenly  mad 
by  smoke  of  battle,  throwing  caution  and  strategy 
to  the  winds,  suddenly  released  a  yell  and  began 
to  lay  about  him.  His  appearance  in  the  fray 
was  like  that  of  a  bombshell  timed  to  explode 
in  its  midst.  The  slugging  gamblers  turned  in 
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astonishment  on  the  new  fighting  man,  but  they 
were  not  long  left  in  doubt  as  to  which  cause 
he  espoused.  In  the  next  instant  they  were  ac- 
tively dodging  his  flashing  club,  and  the  vigilantes 
encouraged  as  if  by  an  angel  fought  with  fresh 
vigor. 

Bucks  was  stumied  by  the  suddenness  of  BiU's 
change  of  tactics.  It  was  evident  that  he  had 
completely  forgotten  his  mission  and  now  meant 
to  enjoy  himself  in  the  unequal  fray  that  he  had 
burst  in  upon.  The  vigilantes  cried  a  welcome 
to  their  new  ally.  But  one  cry  rose  above  every 
other  and  that  was  from  Dancing's  own  throat  as 
he  laid  about  with  his  club. 

Consternation  seized  the  rioters  and  they  were 
thrown  for  a  moment  into  confusion.  They  then 
recognized  Dancing  and  a  shout  went  up 

"Railroad  men!"  cried  a  dozen  of  the  mob  at 
once. 

And  above  these  cries  came  one  wheezing  but 

stentorian  voice:"You'vegot'emnow;finish'em'" 
Bucks  knew  that  voice.    It  was  Rebstock 
The  crowd  took  up  the  cry,  but  the  lineman, 
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swinging  right  and  left  with  terrific  strength  and 
swiftness,  opened  a  way  ahead  of  him  while  Bucks 
kept  close  by  till  Dancing  had  cut  through  to 
the  vigilantes.  Then,  turning  with  them  as  they 
raised  their  own  cry  of  triumph,  Dancing  helped 
to  drive  the  discomfited  rioters  back. 

It  was  only  for  a  moment  that  the  vigilantes 
held  their  advantage.  Outnumbering  the  little 
band,  the  rioters  closed  in  on  their  flanks  and 
showered  stones  upon  them.  Bill  Dancing  was 
the  centre  of  the  fight.  A  piece  of  rock  laid  open 
his  scalp,  but,  though  the  mob  was  sure  of  getting 
him,  he  fought  like  a  whirlwind.  They  redoubled 
their  efforts  to  bring  him  down.  One  active  rioter 
with  the  seam  of  some  other  fight  slashed  across 
his  forehead  struck  down  a  vigilante  and  ran 
m  on  Dancing.  It  was  Seagrue.  The  lineman, 
warned  by  Bucks,  turned  too  late  to  escape  a 
blow  on  the  head  that  would  have  dazed  a  bul- 
lock. But  Dancing  realized  the  instant  he  re- 
ceived the  blow  that  Seagrue  had  delivered  it. 

He  whirled  like  a  wounded  bear  and  sprang 
at  Seagrue,  taking  upon  his  shoulder  a  second 
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blow  hardly  less  terrific  than  the  first.  Before 
Seagrue  could  strike  again.  Dancing  was  upon 
lum.  Tearing  at  each  other's  throats  the  two 
men  struggled,  each  trying  to  free  his  right  arm 
beagrue  was  borne  steadily  backward.  Then  the 
bneman's  big  arm  shot  upward  and  down  like 
a  tnp-hammer  and  Seagrue  sunk  limp  to  the 
ground. 

The  vigilantes  themselves,  profiting  by  the  mo- 
mentary diversion,  got  away.    Bucks  had  seen  the 
penl  of  being  separated  from  their  friends,  but  he 
was  powerless  to  avert  it.    As  Dancing  struck 
i^eagrue  down,  his  enemies  closed  in  behind  the 
movmg  vigilantes.    Bucks  fought  his  way  to  the 
Imemans  side  and  in  another  instant  the  two 
were  beset.    Dancing,  hard-pressed,  made  a  dash 
to  break  through  the  circle  to  liberty.    Half  a 
dozen  men  sprang  at  him,  and  trampling  Bucks 
completely  under  fo  :  aimed  their  blows  at  his 
defender. 

Dancing  saw  Bucks  faU  and,  dubbing  his  way 
to  his  side,  caught  Bucks  from  the  ground  by 
the  coat  coUar,  and  dragging  him  with  his  left 
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hand,  swung  with  his  right  hand  his  deadly  club. 
Nothing  less  would  have  saved  them.  The  fight, 
moving  every  instant  after  Dancing,  reached  the 
broad  wooden  steps  leading  from  the  jail  yard  to 
the  street.  Down  these  the  lineman,  stubborn 
and  bleeding,  drove  a  desperate  way.  And  Lucks, 
able  again  to  handle  himself,  was  putting  up  a 
good  fight  when,  to  his  horror,  Dancing,  fighting 
down  the  flight  of  steps,  stumbled  and  fell. 

Half  a  dozen  men,  with  a  yell,  jumped  for  him. 
Bucks  thought  the  finish  had  come.  He  sprang 
into  the  fight  and,  armed  only  with  a  wagon  spoke, 
cracked  right  and  left  wherever  he  could  reach  a 
head.  Dancing  he  had  given  over  for  dead,  when 
to  his  astonishment  the  lineman  rose  out  of  the 
heap  about  him,  shaking  off  his  enemies  like  rats. 
Flames  shooting  up  from  the  burning  jail  lighted 
the  scene.  Dancing,  bare-headed,  and  with  only 
a  part  of  his  shirt  hanging  in  ribbons  from  his 
left  arm,  his  hair  matted  in  blood  across  his  fore- 
head and  his  eyes  blazing,  was  a  formidable  sight. 
He  had  lost  his  club  but  he  was  at  no  loss  for  a 
weapon.  It  was  said  of  Bill  Dancing  in  later 
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days  that  he  could  lift  a  thirty-foot  steel  rail. 
Bucks  saw  him  now  catch  up  a  man  scrambling 
m  front  of  him  and  swing  him  by  the  legs  like  a 
battering  ram.  With  this  victim,  he  mowed  down 
men  hke  corks,  and,  flinging  the  man  at  last  bodily 
into  the  faces  of  his  friends,  he  started  Uke  a  deer 
up  Chff  Street  with  Bucks  at  his  heels 

Surethat  they  now  had  him,  the  rioters  fol- 
owed  m  a  swarm.    Cliff  Street,  only  a  block 
ong  and  only  half-opened,  terminated  then  at 
the  chffs  above  the  gorge  of  the  Medicine  River. 
But  darkness  under  the  brow  of  the  hiU  helped 
the  fleeing  railroad  men.    Dancing  dodged  in  and 
out  of  the  undergrowth  that  fringed  the  street 
hne  and  eluding  his  pursuers  reached  the  brow 
of  the  chff  unseen.    The  rioters,  knowing  that  no 
escape  lay  m  that  direction,  beat  the  bushes  that 
nnged  the  half-opened  street,  confident  that  the 
fugiuves  were  in  hiding  among  them. 

For  an  ordinaiy  man.  indeed,  there  was  no 

escape  toward  the  river.    A  waU  of  rock  fell  a 

hundred  feet  to  the  water's  edge.    The  crowd 

growing  every  moment  as  the  word  passed  thai 
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Dancing  was  whipped,  left  the  hunted  man  and 
his  companion  little  time  for  decision.  Dancing, 
in  truth,  needed  but  little.  His  purpose  was  fixed 
the  instant  he  saw  himself  cut  ofi  from  every 
other  chance.  He  halted  only  on  the  brink  of 
the  precipice  itself.  Catching  Bucks's  arm,  he 
told  him  hurriedly  what  they  must  do  and  cau- 
tioned him.  "It's  the  last  chance,  sonny,"  he 
murmured,  as  his  iron  fingers  gripped  the  boy's 
arm.  "We  can  make  it — if  you  do  exactly  as  I 
tell  you." 

The  gathering  cries  closed  in  behind  them  while 
they  were  taking  off  their  shoes.  Creeping  on  his 
hands  and  knees  along  the  brow  of  the  cliff,  Dan- 
cing felt  out  his  location  with  his  fingers.  And 
with  that  sixth  sense  of  instinct  which  rises  to 
a  faculty  when  dangers  thicken  about  ;  resolute 
man,  the  lineman  found  what  he  sought. 

He  caught  at  the  root  of  a  rock-bound  cedar, 
swung  himself  over  the  cliff,  and  called  to  Bucks 
to  follow.  Bucks  acted  wholly  on  faith.  The 
blackness  below  was  impenetrable,  and  perhaps 
better  so,  since  he  could  not  see  what  he  was 
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Bucks  CTa<in;n„  fk       .  '^  ominous  as 

"'  s^asping  the  cedar  root   «wim„ 

it  gave  onlv  a  fn.f  •  ^  '°  "^™^  'hat 

wa!  cIueH  ?^  '^'"  '"  '^^^"Sht,  but  Bucks 

- -lied  on  to  descend  it  In  the  noddle  of  the 

to  ^rr"  r  '^^^  ^"^"'P^^'^  ^'^^  ^-'  seemed 
cL  ?  "°'^"«'  ^''^^  '"sanity.    Dan 

*•  ""iHCbs.     ihere  was,  in  fart    »,„ 

time  now  for  halting     Tl,^  „•  .  '     ° 

Rattening  himself  as  he  haH  h.»„  um^ 
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sheer  rock,  clasping  from  time  to  time  with  his 
outstretched  left  hand  such  slight  uneven  sur- 
faces as  he  could  feel,  Bucks  moved  to  the  right 
after  Dancing,  who  gripped  his  extended  right 
hand  and  led  him  foot  by  foot  down  the  perilous 
way.  Not  a  word  was  spoken,  hardly  a  breath 
drawn,  as  the  lineman  felt  for  his  slippery  foothold 
with  the  duitness  of  a  gorilla,  and,  pressing  Bucks's 
hand  as  the  signal  to  take  a  follow  step,  be  made 
a  slow  but  steady  descent. 

The  roar  of  the  river  already  sounded  in  Bucks's 
ear*  like  a  cataract,  but  the  shock  of  extreme  dan- 
ger had  numbed  his  apprehension.  Chips  of  the 
sharp  granite  cut  his  feet  like  knives,  and  he  knew 
that  the  sticky  feeling  upon  his  bare  soles  was  blood 
oozing  through  the  broken  skin.  He  had  already 
given  up  expectation  of  ever  leaving  the  gorge 
alive  and  merely  responded  to  his  companion's 
will.  The  one  thought  that  came  to  his  mind 
was  curiosity  as  to  what  Dancing  ever  expected 
to  do  if  they  reached  the  bottom  without  accident. 

Suddenly  above  the  roar  of  the  river  he  heard 
the  muffled  crack  of  fire-arms  coming  as  ii  out  of 
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another  world.  He  wondered  whether  they  them- 
selves were  already  being  fired  at,  but  experienced 
nothing  more  than  curiosity  in  the  thought.  Only 
thr  iiressure  of  the  big  hand  that  gripped  his  own 
impressed  itself  powerfully  upon  his  conscious- 
ness, and  at  each  squeeze  he  put  his  foot  forward 
mechanically,  intent  on  a  dull  resolve  to  obey 
orders. 

He  presently  felt  a  new  signal  from  the  long 
f  ngcrs  that  wound  arou/id  his  own.  He  tried  to 
answer  by  stepping,  but  Dancing  whose  face  was 
turned  away,  restrained  him.  Then  it  flashed  en 
Bucks  that  the  Uneman  was  signalling  Morse  to 
him,  and  that  the  dot-and-dash  squeezes  meant: 
"Half-way  down.    Half-way  down." 

Bucks  answered  with  one  word:  "Hurrah!" 
But  he  squeezed  it  along  the  nerves  and  muscles 
like  lightning. 

He  could  hear  the  labored  breathing  of  his 
companion  as  he  strained  at  intervals  every  par- 
ticle of  his  strength  to  reach  a  new  footing  of 
safety.  Every  vine  and  scrubby  bush  down  the 
cliff  wall  was  tested  for  its  strength  "nd  root,  and 
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Dancing  held  Bucks's  hand  so  that  he  could  in- 
stantly release  it  if  he  himself  should  plunge  to 
death. 

Bucks  had  already  been  told  that  if  this  hap- 
pened he  must  hang  as  long  as  he  could  without 
moving  and  if  he  could  hold  on  till  daylight  he 
would  be  rescued  by  railroad  men.  All  this  was 
going  through  his  head  when,  responding  to  a 
signal  to  step  down,  and,  unable  to  catch  some 
word  that  Dancing  whispered,  he  stretched  his 
leg  so  far  that  he  lost  his  balance.  He  struggled 
to  recover.  Dancing  called  again  sharply  to  hin. 
but  he  was  too  wrought  up  to  understand.  Diz- 
ziness seized  him,  and  resigning  himself,  with  an 
exclamation,  to  death,  he  felt  himself  dropping 
into  space. 

In  the  next  instant  he  was  caught  in  Dancing's 
arms: 

"  Gosh  dam  it,  why  didn't  you  jump,  as  I  told 
you?"  exclaimed  the  linem?,n,  setting  him  up  on 
his  feet.    "You  pretty  near  clean  upset  us  both." 

"Where  are  we,  Bill?"  muttered  Bucks,  swal- 
lowing his  shock. 
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"Right  here  at  the  water,  and  them  fellows 
up  there  beating  the  bush  for  us.    There's  shoot- 
ing  down  town,  too.    Some  new  deviltry.    How 
good  a  swimmer  are  you,  Bucks?    By  gum,  I 
forgot  to  ask  you  before  you  started." 
"I  can  swim  better  than  I  can  climb,  BiU." 
"We've  only  a  quarter  of  a  mile  and  down- 
stream at  that.    And  the  current  here  would  float 
a  keg  of  nails." 

"How  about  rocks.  Bill?"  asked  Bucks,  peer- 
ing dubiously  toward  the  roar  of  the  rushing  river 
"AU  upstream  from  here,"  returned  Dancing 
edging  down  the  shelving  table  toward  the  ater' 
"Lock  arms  with  me  so  I  don't  lose  you,  sonny. 
What  m  Sam  Hill  is  that?" 

far  down  the  river  the  two  saw  a  tongue  of 
flame  leaping  into  the  sky.  They  watched  it  for  a 
moment.  Dancing  was  the  first  to  locate  the  con- 
flagration, which  grew  now,  even  as  they  looked 
by  leaps  and  bounds.  The  two  stood  ready  to 
plunge  into  the  river  when  a  fire  of  musketry 
echoed  up  the  gorge.  The  lineman  clutched 
Bucks's  arm. 
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"There's  fighting  going  on  down  there  now. 
What's  that  smokestack?  By  Jing,  the  round- 
house is  on  fire!" 
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They  plunged  together  into  the  river  The 
water,  icy  cold,  was  a  shock,  but  Dancing  had 
made  no  mistake.  They  were  below  the  rocks  and 
needed  only  to  steady  themselves  as  the  resistless 
current  swept  them  down  toward  the  railroad 
yards. 

Bucks  demonstrated  that  he  could  swim  and 
the  two  seemed  hardly  in  the  water  before  they 
could  fully  see  the  burning  roundhouse.    A  mo- 
ment later,  chilled  to  the  bone  but  with  his  mind 
cleared  by  the  sharp  plunge,  Bucks  felt  his  com- 
pamon's  arm  drawing   him  toward  the  farther 
shore  where,  in  the  slack  water  of  an  elbow  of  the 
stream.  Dancing  led  the  way  across  a  shoal  of 
gravel  and  Bucks  waded  after  him  up  the  river- 
bank. 

They  hastened  together  across  the  dark  rail- 
road yard.    The  sound  of  firing  came  again  from 
the  square  in  front  of  the  railroad  station  and 
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thither  they  directed  their  fleeing  feet.  To  the 
right  they  heard  the  shouts  of  the  men  who  were 
fighting  the  fire  at  the  roundhouse  and  the  hot 
crackling  of  the  flames.  They  reached  the  sta- 
tion together  and  entered  the  waiting-room  by 
a  rear  door. 

Men  were  running  everywhere  in  and  out  of 
the  building  and  the  waiting-room  was  barricaded 
for  war.  Bill  Dancing  caught  a  pasbing  trainman 
by  the  arm. 

"What's  going  on  here?" 

The  man  looked  at  the  lineman  and  his  com- 
panion in  surprise:  "The  gamblers  are  driving 
the  vigilantes,  Bill.  They've  got  all  Front  Street. 
What's  the  matter  with  you?" 

Dancing  caught  sight  of  Bob  Scott  coming 
down  the  rear  stairway  with  an  armful  of  rifles, 
and,  without  answermg  the  question,  called  to 
him. 

"Hello!"  exclaimed  Scott  halting.    He  started 

as  he  saw  Bucks.    "Were  you  with  him?    And 

I've  been  scouring  the  town  for  you!    Stanley 

will  have  a  word  to  say  to  you,  youngster.    They 
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thought  the  gamblers  had  you,  BiU,"  he  added, 
turning  to  the  lineman. 

Dancing,  a  sight  from  the  pounding  he  had 
taken,  his  clothing  in  tatters,  and  with  the  blood- 
stains now  streaked  by  the  water  dripping  from 
I  s  hair,  drew  himself  up.  "I  hope  you  didn't 
think  so.  Bob?  Did  they  reckon  a  handful  of 
blacklegs  would  get  me?" 

Scott  grinned  inscrutably.  "They've  got  the 
best  part  of  your  shirt,  Bill.  How  did  you  get 
off?"  * 

"Swam  for  it,"  muttered  Dancing,  shaking 
himself.    "Where's  Stanley?" 

"Out    behind    the   flat   cars.    He  is    arming 
the  vigilantes.    We've  fenced  off  the  yards  with 
loaded  freight-cars.         ey've  fired    the    round- 
house on  us,  but  the  rifles  and  ammunition  that 
came  to-night  are  upstairs  here.    Take  some  of 
these  guns,  Bill,  and  hand  them  around  in  front. 
Bucks  can  follow  you  with  a  box  of  ammunition." 
Scott  spoke  hurriedly  and  ran  out  of  the  door 
facing  Front  Street  Square.    A  string  of  flat  cars 
had  been  run  along  the  house-track  in  front  of 
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the  station,  and  behind  these  the  hard-pressed 
vigilantes,  reinforced  now  by  the  railroad  men, 
were  taking  up  a  new  line  of  defence.  Driven 
through  the  town  in  a  running  battle,  they  were 
in  straits  when  they  reached  Stanley's  barri- 
cade. 

Following  a  resolve  already  well  defined,  the 
railroad  chief  conferred  with  the  vigilante  leaders 
for  a  brief  moment.  He  called  them  to  his  office 
and  denounced  the  foUy  of  half-way  measures. 

"You  see,"  said  Stanley,  pointing  to  two  dead 
men  whom  the  discomfited  business  men  had 
brought  off  with  them,"  what  temporizing  has  done. 
There  is  only  one  way  to  treat  with  these  peo- 
ple." He  was  interrupted  by  firing  from  across 
the  square.  "In  an  hour  they  wiU  have  every 
store  in  Front  Street  looted." 

The  deliberation  for  a  few  moments  was  a 
stormy  one,  but  Stanley  held  his  ground.  "Des- 
perate diseases,  gentlemen,"  he  said,  addressing 
Atkinson  and  his  companions,  "require  desperate 
remedies,  and  you  must  sometime  come  to  what 
I  propose." 
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"What  you  propose,"  returned  Atkinson  gloom- 
ily, "wiU  ruin  us." 

Stanley  answered  with  composure:    "You  are 
ruined    now.       What   you    should    consider   is 
whether,  if  you  don't  cut  this  cancer  of  gambling, 
outlawry,    and    murder  out   while  you  have  a 
chance,  it  won't  remain  to  plague  you  as  long 
as  you  do  business  in  Medicine  Bend,  and  remain 
to  rum  you  periodically.    This  is  always  going  to 
be  a  to^vn  and  a  big  one.    As  long  as  this  railroad 
IS  operated,  this  ground  where  we  stand  is  and 
must  be  the  chief  operating  point  for  the  whole 
mountain  division.   You  and  I  may  be  wiped  out 
of  existence  and  the  railroad  will  go  on  as  before 
But  It  IS  for  you  to  accept  or  reject  what  I  pro- 
pose as  the  riddance  of  this  curse  to  your  com- 
munity. 

"The  railroad  has  been  drawn  into  this  fight 
by  assault  upon  its  men.  It  can  meet  violence 
with  violence  and  protect  itself,  or  it  can  tem- 
porarily abandon  a  town  where  protection  is  not 
afforded  its  lives  and  property.  In  an  emergency 
trams  could  be  run  through  Medicine  Bend 
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without  stopping.  The  right  of  way  could  be 
manned  with  soldiers.  But  the  railroad  can't 
supply  men  enough  to  presprve  in  your  town  the 
law  and  order  which  you  yourselves  ought  to 
preserve.  And  if  we  were  compelled  to  build 
division  facilities,  temporarily,  elsewhere,  while 
they  would  ultimately  come  back  here,  it  might 
be  years  before  they  did  so.  What  else  but  your 
ruin  would  this  mean?" 

He  had  hardly  ceased  speaking  when  the  con- 
•erence  was  broken  in  upon.  Bob  Scott  ushered 
in  two  men  sent  under  a  flag  of  truce  from  the 
rioters.  The  offer  they  brought  was  that  Reb- 
stock  and  Seagrue  should  be  surrendered,  pro- 
vided Stanley  would  give  his  personal  pledge  that 
the  two  should  not  be  shot  but  sent  out  of  town 
until  peace  was  restored,  and  that  they  should  be 
accorded  a  fair  trial  when  brought  back. 

Stanley  listened  carefully  to  all  that  was  said: 

"Who  sent  you?"  he  demanded. 

"The  committee  up  street,"  returned  the  en- 
voys evasively. 

"You  mean  Levake  sent  you,"  retorted  Stan- 
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as  they  faced  h,m  somewhat  nervously.    They  at' 

ength  admitted  that  they  had  come  from  Levi/ 

and^ave  Stanley  his  chance  for  an  answer         ' 

nis  until  he  comes  down  herp  v^tu  u- 
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He  had  resolved  that  Levake  was  to  be  pun- 
ished, but  it  was  not  a  unanimous  voice  that 
backed  the  railroad  leader  in  his  determination. 
Weak-kneed  men  in  the  conference  wanted  to 
compromise  and  end  the  fight  where  it  stood. 
Even  Atkinson  was  disposed  to  make  terms,  as 
the  party  returned  to  the  barricade. 

"No,"  repeated  Stanley.  "Levake  is  the  head 
and  front  of  this  whole  disorder.  As  long  as  he 
can  shoot  down  unarmed  men  in  the  streets  of 
Medicine  Bend  there  will  be  no  law  and  order 
here.  While  men  see  him  walking  these  streets 
impunished  they  will  take  their  eve  from  him  and 
rob  and  shoot  whom  they  please — Levake  and  his 
ilk  must  go.  A  railroad,  on  the  start,  brings  a 
lawless  element  with  it — this  is  true.  But  it  also 
brings  law  and  order  and  that  element  has  come 
to  Medicine  Bend  to  stay.  If  the  machinery  of 
the  law  is  too  weak  to  support  it,  so  much  worse 
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lo  De  cleaned  sometime     Ti,»  i 
tackle  it."  ''^  ^^^°  you 

A  movement  across  the  square  interrupted  his 
CM  f  1       '  """"^"  "^^""^  ^  -J^'^e  hall 

:eorr;:::rr:ars::r---- 
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toed  aU  claim  to  humane  consideration.    Doctor 
Arnold,  however,  was  summoned,  and   StankT 
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finally  determined  that  the  matter  should  be  left 
to  the  surgeon  himself — he  could  go  if  he  wished. 
Arnold  did  not  hesitate  in  his  decision.  "It  is 
my  duty  to  go,"  he  decided  briefly. 

"I  don't  quite  see  that,"  muttered  Atkinson. 

The  white-haired  surgeon  turned  to  the  leader 
of  the  vigilantes.  "It  is  not  a  matter  of  per- 
sonal inclination,  Atkinson.  When  I  took  my 
degree  for  the  practice  of  medicine,  I  took  an 
oath  to  respond  to  every  call  of  sufEenng  and  I 
have  no  right  to  refuse  this  one." 

Leaving  his  own  injured  with  his  assistant,  the 
surgeon  told  the  messenger  to  proceed  and  the 
two  walked  across  the  square  and  up  Front  Street 
to  the  Three  Horses.  Arriving  there,  Arnold  was 
asked  to  dress  the  wound  of  a  man  that  had  been 
shot  through  the  breast  in  the  fight  along  Fort 
Street.  WhUe  he  was  working  over  his  patient, 
who  lay  on  a  table  surrounded  by  a  motley 
crowd  of  onlookers,  Levake  walked  in.  He  nod- 
ded to  the  surgeon  and  drawing  a  pocket  knife, 
while  Arnold  was  cleansing  the  wound,  sat  down 
beside  him  to  whittle  a  stick. 
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"I  hear  your  man,  Stanley,  wants  me  ••  K- 
Levake  after  an  interval       ^'     *""' "'^'    ^^gan 
:;i  guess  you  hear  right,"  returned  Arnold  dryly. 

straight  in   the  eye     "tL  "   "f      '  °"'^" 

about  that"  he  a/L  ''"  ^  '^^  ^""^t 

nai,    he  added,  resuming  his  task 

Levake    whittled    but   made   nn        7 
-tched  the  surgeon's  wo^c  os^ ,  7'^"    H^^ 
Arnold  had  finished  and  <,i        .■  ^  '^'''" 

wounded  man's  cat  he   'T,'''''''^-^  ^^r  the 
with  him.  '"' ^' ^^^^d  °"t  of  the  place 

Lelf  a^tt'  ^'^'  "^■''  -■"  >'-^"  -Peated 
^cvaKe,  as  the  railroad  surgeon  leff  ft,,  -j  , 

started  down  street.  ^  '^°°'  ^°*^ 

Amclr'  made  no  answer  anH  t»    i 
Wm  to  send  all  fh.  f  ^''^'  '^""''"g 

Ihe  surgeon  understood  that  ,>  „     "t       . 
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any  man.    For  this  reason,  despite  his  realization 
of  danger,  he  was  an  easy  prey. 

To  the  final  taunt  of  the  outlaw  the  surgeon 
made  rather  a  sharp  answer  and  quickened  his 
pace,  to  walk  away  from  his  unpleasant  com- 
panion. But  Levake  would  not  be  shaken  of!, 
and  as  the  two  were  passing  a  deserted  restau- 
rant he  ordered  the  surgeon  to  halt.  Arnold 
turned  without  shrinking.  Levake  had  already 
drawn  his  pistol  and  his  victim  concluded  he  was 
to  be  killed  then  and  there,  but  he  resolved  to 
tell  the  outlaw  what  he  thought  of  hi  >; 

"I  understand  your  game  perfectly,  Levake," 
he  said  after  he  had  raked  him  terrifically.  "Now, 
if  you  are  going  to  shoot,  do  it.  You  haven't 
long  to  live  yourself — make  sure  of  that." 

"No  man  can  threaten  me  and  live,"  retorted 
Levake  harshly. 

"  I  came  up  here,  an  unarmed  man,  on  an  errand 
of  mercy." 

"I  didn't  send  for  you." 

"You  would  kill  me  just  as  quick  if  you  had, 
Levake.    What  are  you  hesitating  about?    If  you 
are  going  to  shoot,  shoot." 
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Throwing  back  his  right  arm,  and  fingering  the 
trigger  of  his  revolver  as  a  panther  lashes  his  tail 
before  springing,  Levake  stepped  back  and  to  one 
side.  As  he  did  so,  with  the  fearless  surgeon  still 
facing  him,  a  man  stepped  from  behind  the  screen 
door  of  the  deserted  restaurant.  It  was  Bob 
acott. 

The  old  and  deadly  feud  between  the  Indian 
and  the  outlaw  brought  them  now,  for  the  first 
time  in  months,  face  to  face.  In  spite  of  his  iron 
nerve  Levake  started.  Scott,  slightly  stooped  and 
weanng  the  famiUar  slouch  hat  and  shabby  coat  in 
which  he  was  always  seen,  regarded  his  enemy  with 
a  smile. 

So  sudden  was  his  appearance  that  Levake 
could  not  for  an  instant  control  himself.  If  there 
was  a  man  in  the  whole  mountain  country  that 
Levake  could  be  said  to  be  afraid  of,  it  was  the 
mild-mannered,  mild-spoken  Indian  scout.  Where 
Scott  had  come  from,  how  he  had  got  through 
the  pickets  posted  by  Levake  himself-these  ques- 
tions, for  which  he  could  find  no  answer,  disquieted 
the  murderer. 
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A-  ol  \,  reprieved  from  death  as  by  a  miracle, 
stood  Uke  a  statue.  Levake,  with  his  hand  on 
his  pistol,  had  halted,  petrified,  at  the  sight  of 
Scott. 

The  latter,  eying  the  murderer  with  an  expres- 
sion that  might  have  been  mistaken  for  friendly, 
had  not  Levake  known  there  could  be  no  friend- 
ship among  decent  men  for  him,  broke  the  silence: 
"Levake,  I  have  a  warrant  for  you." 

The  words  seemed  to  shake  the  speU  from  the 
outlaw's  nerves.  He  answered  with  his  usual  cool- 
ness: "You've  waited  a  good  while  to  serve  it." 
"I've  been  a  little  busy  for  a  few  days,  Le- 
vake," returned  Scott,  with  the  same  even  tone. 
"I  kind  of  lost  track  of  you."  But  his  words 
again  disconcerted  Levake.  The  few  men  who 
now  watched  the  scene  and  knew  what  was  com- 
ing stood  breathless. 

Levake,  moistening  his  dry  Ups,  spoke  care- 
fully: "I  don't  want  any  trouble  with  you  here,' 
he  said.    "When  this  town  fight  is  over,  brii^g 
your  warrant  around  and  I'll  talk  to  you." 
"No,"  returned  Scott,  undisturbed,  "I  might 
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You  can  come  right 


lose  track  o.   you  agaii . 
along  with  me,  Levake. 
With   incredible   quickness   the   outlaw    half 

turmng  to  cove.  .  -Mt  fired     Th.     /,,'''^'^- 
nf  tj,»  T  J-  ^°^  cat-hke  agilitv 

fr  m  whom  mountain  men  learned  to  fir    Ire 

■for  bcott  to  draw  and  fire  was  hut  nn« 
movement,  and  hating  Levake  as  a  Tons       I 

Indian  had  long  been  ready  to  meerh^L'st 
-.^now,  When  he  Should  be  forced  tot: 

A  fusillade  of  shots  rang  down  the  street.    The 

«wT«    I      .  ,  °®'^'^  moment  he 

saw  Levake  smk  to  the  sidewalk     9..ff       •     . 

upon  him  like  a  cat  knelt  I^tt      T'  '^""^'"^ 
<=  <!  cat,  Knelt  with  one  hand  alrparlv 

on  his  throat;  with  the  other  he  wrung  a  second 

revolver  from  Levake's  hand     Th. 

to  the  two  men.  The  surgeon  ran 
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Levake,  panting,  lay  desperately  wounded,  as 
Scott  slowly  released  his  grip  upon  him.  The 
Indian  rose  as  the  surgeon  approached,  '^ut  Le- 
vake, his  eyes  wide  open,  lay  still. 

"You  are  wounded.  Bob,"  cried  Arnold,  tear- 
ing the  stained  sleeve  of  Scott's  coat  from  his 
shoulder.    The  scout  shook  his  head. 

"We're  in  danger  here,"  he  replied,  glancing 
hurriedly  up  the  street.  "We  must  get  this  fel- 
low away." 

The  two  picked  the  wounded  man  from  the 
ground  and  started  quickly  down  street  with  him. 
The  shooting,  now  so  frequent  all  over  the  town, 
had  attracted  little  attention  outside  the  few  that 
had  witnessed  the  swift  duel,  and  the  two  railroad 
men  made  good  progress  with  their  burden  before 
the  alarm  was  spread.  But  the  surgeon  saw  that 
the  strain  was  telling  on  Scott,  whose  shoulder  was 
bleeding  freely.  He  had  even  ordered  his  com- 
panion to  drop  his  bu,'den  and  run,  when  he  heard 
a  shout  and  saw  Bill  Dancing  miming  across  from 
the  barricade  to  their  aid. 

Half  a  dozen  of  the  rioters,  shouting  threats  and 
imprecations,  were  hastening  down  Front  Street 
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after  Levake  and  his  captors  to  rescue  their  pris- 
oner. Scott,  reloading  his  revolver  as  Dancing 
reUeved  him  of  his  end  of  the  burden,  stood  free 
to  cover  the  retreat.  He  fired  a  warning  shot  at 
the  nearest  of  their  pursuers.  A  scattering  pistol 
fire  at  long  range  followed.  But  the  railroad  men 
crossed  the  square  in  safety,  and  the  big  lineman, 
with  Levake  in  his  arms,  carried  him  single- 
handed  into  the  barricade. 

The  surgeon  and  Bob  Scott  followed  close. 
Bucks  was  first  to  meet  the  wounded  scout,  and 
the  railroad  men,  jubilant  at  Levake's  capture, 
ran  to  Scott  and  bore  him  down  with  rough  wel- 
come. Levake  was  laid  upon  a  bench  in  the  sta- 
tion and  Scott  followed  to  his  side.  Arnold,  join- 
ing the  scout,  made  ready  to  dress  the  wound  in 
his  shoulder. 

"See  to  Levake  first,  doctor,"  said  Scott,  "he 
needs  it  the  most. " 

As  he  spoke.  Dancing  hurried  into  the  room. 
"Bob,  the  car  shops  are  on  fire." 

Scott  ran  to  the  east  window.  It  was  true. 
The  rioters,  supplied  with  oil  and  torches,  had 
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made  their  way  in  the  darkness  through  Calla- 
han's picket  line  near  the  river  and  set  fire  to 
the  shops. 

Stanley  was  eatmg  a  hasty  supper  in  the  de- 
spatchers'  office. 

Within  a  few  minutes  the  blaze  could  be  seen 
from  all  the  east  windows  of  the  station.  Almost 
at  the  same  moment,  through  the  north  windows 
fire  was  seen  breaking  out  in  one  of  the  big  stores 
in  Front  Street.  As  Stanley  rose  from  his  mid- 
night meal,  Atkinson  ran  in  with  word  that  a 
band  of  rioters,  well  armed,  had  attacked  a  train 
of  boarding-cars  defended  by  the  roundhouse  men. 

The  sky,  bright  again  with  the  flame  of  confla- 
gration, made  a  huge  dome  of  red,  lighting  the 
railroad  yards  across  which  men  were  now  hurry- 
ing to  make  fresh  dispositions  for  the  emergency. 

The  vigilante  leaders  saw  impending,  in  the 
Front  Street  fire,  the  ruin  of  their  business  prop- 
erty. There  were  no  longer  men  enough  left  to 
fight  the  flames  and  guard  the  fire-fighters.  A 
point  had  been  reached  in  which  life  and  property 
were  no  longer  taken  into  account,  and  efforts  to 
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restore  law  and  order  were  facing  complete  fail- 
ure. It  was  then  that  the  most  radical  of  all 
measures,  the  last  resort  of  organized  society  in 
Its  resolve  to  defend  itself,  was  discussed.  The 
vigilantes,  as  well  as  the  railroad  men,  now  real- 
ized that  but  one  measure  remained  for  saving 
Medicine  Bend  and  that  was  the  extermination 
of  the  outlaws  themselves. 
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The  men  in  the  barricade  were  lined  up  for 
orders.  Ammunition  was  passed  and  volunteers 
were  called  to  form  a  charging  party.  The  vigi- 
lantes formed  in  the  glare  of  the  burning  shops. 

From  the  head-quarters  of  the  rioters  in  Front 
Street  came  scattering  shots  and  cries  as  a  huge 
volume  of  sparks  shot  up  into  the  black  sky.  Ten 
men  under  Hawk  and  ten  under  Dancing  made  the 
supporting  party  for  the  vigilantes,  who  asked  only 
that  a  line  of  retreat  be  kept  open.  This  Stan- 
ley had  undertaken  to  provide.  Atkinson,  mak- 
ing a  wide  ddtour  back  of  the  station,  led  his  men 
down  the  railroad  tracks  and,  reaching  a  point 
where  i.oncealment  was  no  longer  possible,  double- 
quicked  up  Fort  Street  and  charged  with  his  party 
across  the  little  park. 

They  had  already  been  seen.  A  line  of  men, 
posted  behind  the  places  that  line  Front  Street 
at  that  point,  opened  fire.  It  was  the  worst  pos- 
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sible  answer  to  make  to  men  in  the  temper  of  the 
scattered  line  that  swept  up  the  street  in  the 
glare  of  the  burning  buildings.    Wounded  men 
dropped  out  of  the  charge,  but  those  that  went 
on  carried  with  them  a  more  implacable  determi- 
nation.   Re-forming  their  line  under  cover  of  the 
cedars  at  the  comer  of  Fort  Street,  they  directed  an 
effective  fire  into  the  dance  halls  adjoining,  and  the 
rioters  hiding  within  ccurried  from  them  like  rats. 
But  the  vigilantes  were  intent  first  of  all  on 
capturing  and  burning  the  hall  known  as  the 
Three  Horses,  and  the  rioters  rallied  to  its  de- 
fence.   As  the  place  was  assailed,  the  doors  were 
barred  and  a  sharp  fire  was  poured  through  the 
wmdows.    The  assailants  were  driven  back.    BiU 
Dancing,  heated  and  stubborn,  refused  to  retreat 
and,  picking  up  a  sledge  dropped  by  a  fleeing 
vigilante,  attacked  the  barred  doors  single-handed. 
The  street,  swept  by  the  bullets  of  the  fray,  rang 
with  the  spUtting  blows  of  the  heavy  hammer,  as 
the  lineman,  his  long  hair  flying  from  his  fore- 
head, swung  at  the  thick  panels.    Within,  the 
gamblers  tried  to  shoot  him  from  the  windows, 
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but  he  stood  close  and  his  friends  kept  up  a  con- 
sUnt  supporting  fire  that  drove  the  defenders  back. 
From  above  they  hurled  chairs  and  tables 
down  on  Dancing,  but  his  head  seemed  furniture- 
proof,  and  scorning  to  waste  time  in  dodging  he 
hammered  away,  undaunted,  until  he  splintered 
the  panels  and  the  stout  lock-stiles  gave.  The 
vigilantes,  running  up,  tore  through  the  door 
chains  ■  vlth  crowbars  and  rushed  the  building. 

The  nght  in  the  big  room  lasted  only  a  moi.icnt. 
The  rioters  crowded  toward  the  rear  and  escaped 
as  best  they  could.  VigUantes  with  torches  made 
short  work  of  the  rest  of  it.  Dancing  stove  in  a 
cask  of  alcohol,  and  as  the  attacking  party  ran 
out  of  the  front  door  a  torch  was  flung  back  into 
the  spreading  pool. 

A  great  burst  of  fire  lighted  the  street.  The 
next  moment  the  long  building  was  in  flames. 

Emboldened  by  this  success  and  driving  the 
outlaws  from  their  further  retreats,  the  vigilantes 
fired  one  after  another  of  the  gaudy  places  that 
lined  the  upper  street.  Met  by  close  shooting  at 
every  turn,  the  rioters  were  driven  up  the  hill 
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and  fighting  desperately  were  pursued  to  cover  by 
men  now  as  savage  as  themselves.  The  scattered 
clashes  were  brief  and  deadly.  The  whole  upper 
town  was  on  fire.  Men  fleeing  for  their  lives 
skulked  in  the  shadows  of  the  side  streets  and  the 
constant  scattering  report  of  fire-arms  added  to 
the  terrors  of  the  night. 

Hour  after  hour  the  conflagration  raged  and 
day  broke  at  last  on  the  smoking  ruins  of  the 
town  of  Medicine  Bend.    The  work  of  the  vigi- 
lantes had  been  mercUessly  thorough.    Along  the 
railroad  track  stiffened  bodies  hanging  from  the 
cross-bars  of  telegraph  poles  in  the  gloom  of  the 
breaking  day  told  a  ghastly  story  of  justice  sum- 
manly  administered  to  the  worst  of  the  offenders 
In  the  gloom  of  the  smoking  streets  stragglers 
roamed  unmolested  among  the  ruins;   for  of  the 
outlaws,  kiUed  or  hunted  out  of  the  town,  none 
were  now  left  to  oppose  the  free  passage  of  any 
one  from  end  to  end  of  Medicine  Bend. 
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The  victory  was  dear,  but  none  murmured  at 
its  cost.  Medicine  Bend  for  once  iiad  been  purged 
of  its  parasites. 

At  the  railroad  head-quarters  Stanley,  before 
daylight,  was  directing  the  resumption  of  opera- 
tions so  interrupted  by  the  three  days  of  anarchism 
on  the  mountain  division.  New  men  were  added 
every  hour  to  the  pay-roll,  and  the  smaller  trades- 
men of  the  town,  ruined  by  the  riots,  were  given 
positions  to  keep  them  until  the  town  could  be 
rebuilt. 

The  pressure  on  the  operating  department  in- 
creased twofold  with  the  resumption  of  traffic. 
Winter  was  now  upon  the  mountains,  but  con- 
struction could  not  be  stopped  for  winter.  The 
enormous  prizes  for  extending  the  line  through 
the  Rockies  to  meet  the  rival  railroad  heading 
east  from  California,  spurred  the  builders  to  every 
effort  to  lengthen  their  mileage,  and  something 
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unheard   of   was  attempted,   namely,   ™tai„ 
railroad-building  in  midwinter. 

Levakc,  the  leader  among  the  mountain  out- 
laws, was  nursed  back  to  life  by  the  surgeon  he 
had  so  nearly  murdered.    But  his  respite  was  a 
bncf  one.    When  new  officers  of  the  law  were 
elected  in  Medicine  Bend,  the  murderer  was  tried 
or  one  of  his  many  crimes  and  paid  on  the  scaf- 
fold the  penalty  of  his  cold-blooded  cruelty.     Reb- 
stock,  the  fox,  and  his  companion  Seagrue  es 
caped  the  exterminating  raid  of  the  vigilantes  but 
fought  shy  of  Medicine  B*nd  for  long  after^vard 
A  few  days  after  the  riots  Stanley-  ,ent  for 
Bucks,  who  was  holding  a  key  among  the  opera- 
10..-  downstairs,  to  come  to  his  ofrice. 

'How  long  have  you  been  a  telegraph  opera- 
tor, Bucks?"  he  asked. 

Bucks  laughed  in  some  embarrassment.  "Since 
I  was  about  twelve  years  old,  sir." 

"Twelve  years  old!"  echoed  Stanley  in  amaze- 
ment. "Where  did  you  learn  to  telegraoh  at 
twelve? "  ' 

Bucks  hesitated  again.    "I  never  learned,  sir!" 
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"What  do  you  mean?" 

"I  used  to  sit  in  the  telegraph  office  of  the 
road  when  my  uncle  was  superintendent,  and  I 
got  used  to  hearing  the  sound  of  the  instruments. 
I  just  woke  up  one  morning  and  found  I  could 
telegraph.  I  couldn't  the  night  before.  That's 
the  only  way  I  ever  learned,  sir." 

Stanley  regarded  the  boy  with  interest.  "How 
old  are  you  now?" 

"Seventeen." 

"Very  well.  When  you  went  to  bed  last  night 
you  were  not  a  train  despatcher:  this  morning 
you  are."  Bucks  started.  "If  any  one  ever  asks 
you,"  continued  Stanley  dryly,  "how  you  learned 
to  be  a  train  despatcher,  tell  them  just  that." 

"I  don't  want  you  to  think  you  are  old  enough 
to  be  a  despatcher,"  continued  Stanley,  as  Bucks 
stammered  his  thanks,  "for  you  are  not.  And  I 
don't  want  you  to  think  I  like  to  make  you  one. 
I  don't.  Neither  for  your  sake  nor  mine.  I  don't 
like  to  impose  the  responsibilities  of  a  man  on  a 
boy.  But  I  can't  help  it.  We  haven't  the  men, 
and  we  can't  get  them — and  we  must  all,  men 
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and  boys,  puU  together  and  just  do  the  best  we 
can— do  you  understand?" 
"I  understand  everything,  Colonel  Stanley  " 
I  need  not  say  much  about  what  is  before 
you.    You  have  been  sending  despatchers'  orders 
or  years  yourself.    You  know  how  many  Uves 
are  held  eve^^  minute  in  the  despatchers'  hand. 
Don  t  overrate  your  responsibility  and  grow  ner- 
vous over  it;    and  don't  ever  underestimate  it 
As  long  as  you  keep  yourself  fit  for  your  work 
and  do  the  best  you  can,  you  may  slip  j;,' 
clear  consaence.    Report  to  Mr.   Baxter.    Re- 
member  you  are  working  with  green  traimnen 
and  don  t  expect  too  much  of  them  " 

When  Bucks  signed  a  transfer  and  took  his 
tram-sheet  that  night  at  twelve  o'clock,  his  chief 
anxaety  was  to  keep  the  material  trains  going  to 
Casement  and  eve^^thing  eastbound  was  laid  out 
in  an  effort  to  send  the  ties  and  rails  west.    Bucks 
set  himself  to  keep  pace  with  the  good  work  done 
by  the  despatcher  in  the  evening  trick  and  for 
two  hours  kept  his  sheet  pretty  clean. 
A  heavy  train  of  rails  which  he  had  been  help- 
311 


The  Mountain  Divide 

ing  all  the  way  west  after  midnight  was  then  at 
Castle  Springs,  and  Bucks  gave  its  crew  an  order 
to  meet  the  eastbound  passenger  train  at  Point 
of  Rocks.    It  was  three  o'clock  when  a  message 
came  from  the  operator  at  Point  of  Rocks,  saying 
the   rail    train   had   passed   westbound.    Bucks 
seized  a  key  and  silencing  the  wires  asked  for 
the  passenger  train.    Nothing  had  been  seen  of  it. 
He  called  up  Bitter  Creek,  the  first  telegraph  point 
west  of  Point  of  Rocks  with  an  order  to  hold  the 
passenger  train.    But  the  train  had  already  gone. 
The  new  despatcher  sprang  up  from  the  table 
frantic.    Then,  racing  again  to  the  key,  he  made 
the  operator  at  Castle  Springs  repeat  the  order 
and  assure  him  it  had  been  deUvered.    Of  this 
there  could  be  no  question.    The  freight  crew  had 
ignored  or  forgotten  it,  and  were  now  past  Pomt 
of  Rocks  running  head-on  against  the  passenger 
train.    If  the  heavens  had  fallen  the  situation 
would  have  seemed  better  to  Bucks.    A  head-on 
collision  on  the  first  night  of  his  promotion  meant, 
he  felt,  his  ruin.    As  he  sat  overwhelmed  with  de- 
spair, trying  to  collect  his  wits  and  to  determine 
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what  to  do,  the  door  opened  and  Bob  Scott  ap- 
peared. 

The  scout,  with  his  unfailing  and  kindly  smile, 
advanced  and  held  out  his  hand.  "Just  dropped 
in  to  extend  my  congratulations." 

Bucks  looked  at  him  in  horror,  his  face  rigid 
and  his  eyes  set.  Scott  paused  and  regarded  his 
aspect  with  surprise.  "  Something  has  happened," 
he  said,  waiting  for  the  despatcher  to  speak. 

"Bob!"  exclaimed  the  boy  in  desperation,  "No. 
9  has  run  past  her  meeting  order  at  Point  of  Rocks 
with  No.  2.  They  will  meet  head-on  and  kill 
everybody.    My  God!  what  can  I  do?" 

In  the  dim  light  of  the  shaded  oil  lamp,  Bucks, 
looking  at  the  scout,  stood  the  picture  of  despair. 
Scott  picked  up  the  poker  and  began  to  stir  the 
fire.  He  asked  only  a  few  questions  and  said  but 
little.  However,  when  Bucks  told  him  he  was 
going  to  wake  Stajiley,  whose  sleeping-room  ad- 
joined his  office  at  the  end  of  the  hall,  Scott  coun- 
selled no. 

"He  could  do  nothing,"  said  Scott  reflecting. 
"Let  us  wait  a  while  before  we  do  anything  like 
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that,"  he  added,  coupling  himself  with  the  de- 
spatcher  in  the  latter's  overwhelming  anxiety. 
"The  first  news  of  the  collision  will  come  from 
Bitter  Creek.  It  will  be  time  enough  then  to 
call  Stanley.  Give  your  orders  for  a  wrecking 
crew,  get  a  train  ready,  and  get  word  to  Doctor 
Arnold  to  go  with  it." 

Bucks,  steadying  himself  under  the  kindly 
common-sense  of  his  older  friend,  followed  each 
suggestion  promptly.  Scott,  who  ordinarily  would 
himself  have  been  running  around  on  the  job, 
made  no  move  to  leave  the  room,  thinking  he 
could  be  of  more  service  in  remaining  with  the 
unfortunate  despatcher.  The  yard  became  a  scene 
of  instant  activity.  And  although  no  organiza- 
tion to  meet  emergencies  of  this  kind  had  been 
as  yet  effected  on  the  new  division,  the  men  re- 
sponded intelligently  and  promptly  with  the  nec- 
essary arrangements. 

Every  one  summoned  tried  to  get  into  the  de- 

spatchers'  room  to  hear  the  story  repeated.    Scott 

took  it  upon  himself  to  prevent  this,  and  standing 

in  the  ; .  teroom  made  all  explanations  himself. 
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He  rejoined  Bucks  after  he  had  got  rid  of  the 
crowd,  and  the  moment  the  relief  train  reported 
ready  the  despatcher  sent  it  out,  that  help  might 
reach  the  scene  of  disaster  at  the  earliest  possible 
moment.    Bucks,  calmed  somewhat  but  suffering 
intensely,  paced  the  floor  or  threw  himself  into 
his  chair,  while  Scott  picked  up  the  despatcher's 
old  copy  of  "The  Last  of  the  Mohicans,"  and 
smoking  silently  sat  immovable,  waiting  with  his 
customary  stoicism  for  the  call  that  should  an- 
nounce the  dreaded  wreck. 

The  moments  loaded  with  anxiety  went  with 
leaden  feet  while  the  two  men  sat.    It  seemed  as 
if  the  first  hour  never  would  pass.    Then  the  long 
silence  of  the  little  receiver  was  broken  by  a  call 
for  the  despatcher.    Bucks  sprang  to  answer  it. 
Scott  watched  his  face  as  he  sent  his  "Ay, 
ay."    And  without  understanding  what  the  in- 
struments clicked,  he  read  the  expressions  that 
followed  one  after  the  other  across  Bucks's  coun- 
tenance, as  he  would  have  read  a  desert  trail.    He 
noted  the  perplexity  on  the  despatcher's  face  when 
the  latter  tried  to  get  the  sender  of  the  caU. 
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"Some  one  is  cutting  in  on  the  line,"  exclaimed 
Bucks,  mystified,  as  the  sounder  clicked.  "Bob, 
it  is  Bill  Dancing." 

A  pause  followed.  "What  can  it  mean,  his 
sending  a  message  to  me?  He  is  between  Bitter 
Creek  and  Castle  Springs.    Wait  a  moment!" 

The  receiver  clicked  sharp  and  fast.  Scarcely 
able  to  control  his  voice  in  his  anxiety,  Bucks 
turned  to  the  now  excited  scout:  "The  trains 
met  between  Bitter  Creek  and  Castle  Springs. 
There  was  no  collision!" 

Almost  collapsing  with  the  passing  of  the  strain, 
Bucks  faltered  in  his  taking.  Asking  Dancing 
again  for  the  story,  Bucks  took  it  more  coolly  and 
repeated  it  to  his  eager  listener,  as  it  came. 

"Dancing  was  out  with  two  men  on  the  line 

to-day,  repairing  between  Bitter  Creek  and  Castle 

Springs.    He  didn't  get  done  and  camped  beside 

the  track  for  the  night,  to  finish  in  the  morning." 

"Go  on,"  exclaimed  Scott. 

"They  shot  a  jack-rabbit " 

"Hang  the  jack-rabbit,"  cried  Scott.  "What 
about  the  trains?  " 
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"You  can't  hurry  Bill  Dancing,  Bob,"  pleaded 
Bucks.  "You  know  that.  Faster,  Bill,  faster," 
he  telegraphed  urgently. 

"You  wiU  get  it  faster,"  returned  the  distant 
lineman  far  out  in  the  mountains  under  the  stars 
as  he  talked  calmly  with  the  despatcher,  "if  you' 
will  go  slower." 

Bucks  strangled  his  impatience.  Dancing  re- 
sumed, and  the  despatcher  again  translated  for 
Scott. 

"They  cooked  the  jack-rabbit  for  supper " 

^^  Scott  flung  his  book  violently  across  the  room. 
"It  tasted  good,"  continued  Dancing  exasperat- 
mgly.    "But  the  night  was  awfully  cold,  so  they 
built  a  big  camp-fire  near  the  curve.    The  freight 
engineer  saw  the  fire  and  thought  it  was  a  loco- 
motive head-light.    Then  he  remembered  he  had 
run  past  his  meeting  point.    He  stopped  his  train 
to  find  out  what  the  fire  was.    When  he  told  BiU 
what  had  happened  they  grabbed  up  the  burning 
logs,  carried  them  down  the  track,  and  built  a 
signal  fire  for  No.  2.    And  it  came  along  inside 
five  minutes " 
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"And  there  they  are!"  concluded  Bucks,  wiping 
the  dampness  from  his  forehead. 

The  receiver  continued  to  click.  "Bill  thought 
I  would  be  worried  and  he  cut  in  on  the  line  right 
away  to  tell  me  what  had  happened.' 

"Now  give  your  orders  to  No.  2  to  back  up 
to  Castle  Springs  and  let  the  rail  train  get  by. 
Recall  your  relief  train,"  added  Scott.  "And 
bring  that  freight  engineer  in  here  in  the  morn- 
ing and  let  Stanley  talk  to  him  for  just  about 
five  minutes."  The  key  rattled  for  a  moment. 
Scott,  going  to  the  farthest  comer  of  the  room, 
picked  up  "The  Last  of  the  Mohicans."  "Bucks," 
he  murmured  insinuatingly,  as  he  sat  down 
to  look  into  the  book  again,  "I  want  to  ask 
you  now,  once  for  all,  whether  this  is  a  true 
story?" 

'Bob,  put  that  book  where  it  belongs  and  stop 
talking  about  it." 

Scott  hitched  one  shoulder  a  bit  and  returned 
to  the  fire,  but  he  was  not  silenced. 

"That  reminds  me,  Bucks,"  he  resumed  after  a 
pause,  "there  is  another  friend  of  yours  here  at 
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the  door,  waiting  to  congratulate  you.    Shall  I  let 
him  in?" 

"I  don't  want  any  congratulations,  Bob." 
"I'U  promise  he  doesn't  say  a  single  word, 
Bucks."  As  he  spoke,  Scott  opened  the  haU  door 
and  whistled  into  the  darkness.  For  an  instant 
there  was  no  response.  Then  a  small  and  vague 
object  outlined  itself  in  the  gloom,  but  halted  ques- 
tioningly  on  the  threshold.  Wagging  his  abbre- 
viated tail  very  gently  and  carrying  his  drooping 
ears  very  low,  Scuffy  at  length  walked  slowly  into 
the  room.  Bucks  hailed  him  with  delight,  and 
Scuffy  bounding  forward  crouched  at  his  feet. 

"I  can't  do  a  thing  with  him  over  at  the  ranch," 
complained  Scott,  eying  the  dog  with  a  secret  ad- 
miration. "He  is  eating  the  hounds  up;  doesn't 
give  them  a  chance  to  pick  a  bone  even  after  he's 
done  with  it." 

"I'm  afraid  there  is  nothing  to  do  with  Scuffy, 
but  to  make  a  despatcher  of  him,"  returned 
Bucks,  picking  him  up  by  the  forepaws.  "I  can 
see  very  plainly  it's  going  to  be  a  dog's  life  most 
of  the  time." 
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